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Young Wild West at Sizzling Fork 


R 


A HOT TIME WITH THE CLAIM JUMPERS 


By AN OLD SCOUT 


CHAPTER I. 
SILVER KING, ARIZONA. 


It was, a scorching hot day. The blacksmith of Silver 
King, Arizona, was taking it easy under the wide-spreading 
tiee in front of his shop, when a party of eight rode up and 
halted before him. 

“Hello!” he cried, for he had just fallen in a doze, “what’s 
this? I’m at your service, people. My, but ain’t it hot!” 

The party that had halted before the blacksmith shop 
might have been called a picturesque one, since there were 
plenty of gay colors to their wearing apparel, and their 
horses were fitted with the finest and most elaborate trap- 
pings. 

‘Three of them were females, a young woman of some- 
thing slightly over twenty, and two girls in their teens. 

Two boys, who were nearly full-grown men, a tall man 
who had been old enough to vote for two Presidential elec- 
tions, and two plain, ordinary looking Chinamen made up 
the rest of the party. 

To be brief about it, we will state that the party con- 
sisted of Young Wild West and his friends. ; 

Young Wild West was known all over the West as the 
Champion Dead-shot and Prince of the Saddle. Though he 
was not of age, he owned two ranches, three or four mines, 
and was interested in several others, both gold and silver. 

The boy Was one of, the best-known heroes of the Wild 
West at the time of which we write, and as he was cool, 
quick, powerful and courageous, there was nothing strange 
eoest it that he should be called the “Boy Hero of the Wild 

est. 

His two partners, Cheyenne Charlie and Jim Dart, always 
traveled with him in search of fortune and adventure, and 
very often Cheyenne Charlie’s wife, Anna, and the sweet- 
hearts of the boys went with them. 

On such oceasions they generally took with them their two 
Chinese servants, and it is thus that we find them now, as 
they come to a halt in front of the blacksmith shop at Silver 
King. 

Taough he was an experienced government scout, Chey- 
enpe Cherlie always relied on the judgment of Young Wild 
Vest. : 
Jim Dert, who was about the same age as our hero, had 
seon all that goes with a stirring life in the Wild West, since 
he had been born and reared there, but he was ever ready to 
admit tat what he knew was not to be compared to the 
knowledge ‘and experience Young Wild West had gathered 
since he had been old enough to lift a rifle to his shoulder. 

‘there was a way about Young Wild West that anyone but 
an evil-disposed man was bound to like. He always fought 
for the right, and never in his life had he committed an act 
that was at all auestionable 


True, more than one human being had fallen before his 
unerring aim, but had been. necessary, and as there was lit- 
tle of law and order in the West at that time, it was up to a 
person to look out for himself and protect his life and prop- 
erty by,taking the law in his own hands. 

If a man stole a horse, and was caught, he was hanged for 
it without the formality of a judge and jury some times, and 
if a murder was committed the guilty party never lingered ‘in 
jail, waiting for a trial. ‘ 

Jails were few and far between at the mining camp, but 
they all had a burying ground. 

Young Wild West was as handsome and manly looking as 
he was brave and daring. 

He always wore a buckskin hunting-suit that was elabor- 
ately trimmed with scarlet silk fringe, though when it was 
aes ware for the coat to be worn he appeared in a blue silk 
‘shirt. 

With his long chestnut. hair hanging over his shoulders 
and a wide-brimmed sombrero tipped back on his shapely 
head, he made a true picture of the ideal Western hero. 

His two partners usually wore costumes similar to his, 
while the girls, as the scout’s wife and the other two females 
of the party were invariably called, were attired in riding 
suits of bright colors, such as are generally found through- 
out the wilds of the Great West. 

Arietta Murdock was the name of our hero’s sweetheart. 
She was a blonde, and a very pretty one, at that. Being a 
native of that section of the country, she possessed more 
courage and fighting qualities than the average girl. 

Jim Dart’s sweetheart was a brunette named Eloise Gard- 
ner. She had only been in the West two or three years, and 
she was a bit timid at times, though she could ride a horse 
well, and could shoot very good with a rifle or six-shooter, 

Cheyenne Charlie’s wife had learned how to shoot and ride 
from her husband, and though she did not possess the cool- 
ness and daring that Arietta did, she was generally on deck 
to do her part. ; Š 

The two Chinamen we have mentioned were brothers, and 
bore the names of Hop Wah and Wing Wah. .They were not 
alike in any other sense than that they greatly resemblec 
each other, as will be seen later on. 

In reply to the greeting from the blacksmith Young Wil¢ 
West smiled and said: 

“Tt is rather hot, my friend. But I hope it isn’t so hot but 
thet you'can put our horses in proper shape. They all need 
‘ oeing. so the quicker you can get at it the better we will 

ike it.” 

“Pm always ready ter work an’ earn an honest dollar 
[young feller,” was the quick reply. “If you'll leave you) 
horses here, with ther two heathen: ter hold ’em when } 
| want 7em to, Pll try an’ fix ’em all up by night.” 

“Good! It is now eleven o’clock. We'll go over to the 
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Alkali Tavern and order dinner for the crowd. Hop, you and | 


Wing can unload the pack-horses and help the poe oe 

K Them is what I call fine beasts you’ve got,” observed the 
blacksmith, “especially that sorrel stallion. [li bet he kin 
cover ther ground when he feels like it.” < 

“That’s right. And he always feels like it, too.” 

“You've got a fine lot of horses, an’ I must tell yer that 
you’re a likely lookin’ lot of people. If you don’t mind, Pd 
jest like ter know who you are, young feller.” 

“Well, I am Young Wild West, and these are my friends 
and traveling companions.” ‘ 

“What!” cried the blacksmith, looking very much sur- 
prised. “You don’t mean ter say that you are Young Wild 
West!” 

“Yes, I mean it. Why, have you heard anything bad about 
me? 

“Bad about yer? No! All I’ve ever heard about yer is 
good, an’ blamed good, at that. Shake hands with Jem 
Weston, ther blacksmith, won’t yer?” 

“I certainly will.” 

Then, as they shook, the blacksmith continued: 

“TIl bet I know where you folks is bound!” 

“Make a guess.” 

“You’re headin’ fur Sizzlin’ Fork.” 

“Well, we may fetch up there in a day or two, and Young 

Wild West smiled at the man for guessing it correctly. 
_, ‘That’s.a blamed tough place, I reckon. They do say that 
if a man gits a claim staked out, an’ strikes pay-dirt, some 
galoots come along an’ jump his claim ther first time his back 
is turned. Then they won’t let go of it, either, an’ ther poor 
galoot has got ter move along ter ther next stoppin’ place.” 

“It wouldn’t pay a stranger to go there and strike it rich, 
then, would it?” spoke up Jim Dart. “He would be cheated 
out of it by the claim-jumpers.” 

“I reckon that’s about right. There’s so many galoots 
there what wouldn’t be honest, not if they had a million dol- 
lars apiece, that ther few good ones what drops in don’t 
dare ter have any say. I reckon if you go over there, Young 
Wild West, you'll sorter wake,up them claim-jumpers. From 
what I’ve heard about yer, yer are liable ter clean out a 
whole camp if yer don’t like ther people in it.” 

“Well, don’t let such an idea as that get in your head, 
Mr. Weston,” answered our hero. “I am nothing much out 
of the ordinary. You will do me a special favor if you will 
get at the horses and fix them up, so we can have them the 
first thing in the morning.” 

“Scuse me. I forgot that yer wanted ther horses done. 
Tl git right at it, an’ if I don’t shoe ’em right jest let me 
know about it! I ain’t ther best blacksmith in ther world, 
but I ain’t braggin’ when I say I ain’t ther worst one, either.” 

The three couples nodded at the blacksmith, and then they 
turned and went over the way to the tavern, which had a 
sign across the front of it, declaring it was the Alkali 
Tavern. 

The two Celestials remained at the shop with the horses. 

e tavern was about as comfortable a place as could be 
found, as far as our friends could see, for it had a long shad- 
ed gor in front of it, and the trees were numerous. 

It was a good-sized place, too, and it struck them that they 
ought to get pretty good accommodations there. 


Next to it was the store, where the post-office was kept, 
and then along on both sides of the street were scattered 
other stores and saloons. i 

The population of Silver King was not very large, but 
there were plenty of places to spend money. 

Trade came in from the ranches scattered around within a 
radius of a hundred miles. 

There were few on the porch when our friends walked up. 
Only two or three lazy looking fellows, conspicuous in red 
Se and top-boots, and a dozing half-breed Indian were to 

seen. 3 

Themen looked up lazily, and when they saw the girls 
they became interested. 

The half-breed continued to nod and doze. 

“Where is the boss of this shebang?” Young Wild West 
asked, looking at the loiterers. 

“Hey! come out here, Jake!” one of them called out, turn- 
ing his face toward the open door. 

Out came a stout man with smooth face and bald head. 

As his eyes rested upon the strangers his face became 
wreathed in smiles instantly. ; 

“Walk right in, ladies an’ gents,” he said. 
please. Pll take yer right through ther hall.” 

He hurried over and opened another door that was on the 


“This way, 


left end of the porch, kicking at one of the men, who did not 
get out of the way quick enough to suit him, as he did so. 

“We would like to have something to eat between now and 
one o'clock,” remarked our hero. “If you can accommodate 
us we might stop here till to-morrow morning, too.” 

“There’s always room at ther Alkali Tavern,” was the 
quick reply. “Į reckon you kin have all ther dinner yer kin 
eat in jest about an hour from now. Come right on in.” 

They followed him into the hall, and then turned into what 
was called the parlor of the hotel. 

It was neatly furnished and clean, and the girls nodded 
with pleasure when they noted this. 

The tavern-keeper quickly called his wife, and told her 
what was expected of her, and then she came and gave the 
girls a pleasant welcome. 

Wild saw that the girls were apt to get along nicely with- 
out them, so he suggested to Charlie and Jim that they go 
out into the bar and see how it looked there. 

Though neither Wild nor Jim drank anything strong, they 
often entered bar rooms. 

In the wild parts of the West those are the places where 
the gossip goes on, and the news is discussed. 

Miners and cowboys nearly all drink whisky and gamble, 
as a rule, so such places are bound to flourish where there is 
any money in circulation. \ 

The Alkali Tavern did a good business, and as it was a 
pretty good place to put up at, there was nothing strange in 
this. ; : i 3 
The proprietor made money in two ways—from his bar 
trade and board and lodging. 

As Young Wild West and his partners came out through 
the hall into the bar room they were just in time to sce a 
horseman ride up and stop in front of the tavern. F 

He was a rough-and-ready looking fellow, rather fanci- 
fully attired in a semi-Mexican costume, and he might have 
been anything from a common cow-puncher to a mine-owner. 

In those parts of the country men who make the least 
money sometimes attire themselves the most gorgeous. 

It is merely a question of taste, the same as it is in any 
part of the world, 

The newcomer threw the bridle rein over his pony’s head 
and swung himself from the saddle. 

In he came, just as though he owned the tavern and all that 
was in it. . 

“Put out some of your best tanglefoot, an’ be in a hurry, 
landlord!” he exclaimed. “I’m Sam Smasher, ther Sizzler 
ftom Sizzlin’ Fork, an’ I never allows myself ter be put 
off! 

The landlord was quite used to such customers, so he took 
his time about putting out the whisky. 

The pretentious fellow did not try to hurry him any fur- 
ther, but poured out his drink and swallowed it. 

Then he breathed a sigh of relief and took a look around 
the room. = ; 

Those who had been on the porch had come into the bar- 
room by this time, even to the sleepy half-breed. 

Evidently they were in the hopes of being asked to quene!: 
their thirst, for thirst was a thing that always bothered 
them. . 

Sam Smasher, the Sizzler from Sizzling Fork, looked at 
them pityingly. 

Then his gaze turned to Young Wild West and his part- 
ners, and an expression of deep interest shone from his eyes. 

“Landlord, I reckon you’d better set ’em up fur all hands,” 
he said, turning to the man behind the bar. “I make my 
money putty easy, an’ I never object ter moistenin’ ther 
throat of thirsty mortals.” 

He tossed a gold-piece on the bar, and the landlord hurried 
to put out the required number of glasses. 

He never even asked anyone what they would have. ` 

The loiterers stepped up eagerly and poured out their 
drinks as the bottle was passed from one to another. 

But Young Wild West and his partners did not 
toward the bar. 

Sam Smasher promptly stepped over to them. 

“Come on an’ drink, pards,” he said. “What’s ther matter 
with yer? Didn’t yer hear my invitation?” 

“Yes, we heard it,” answered Wild. “But I don’t drink 
tanglefoot, so I will have to decline.” 

“And I don’t, either,” spoke up Jim Dart. 

“That’s funny!” exclaimed the stranger. “Don’t drink, 
hey? How about you?” and he turned to the scout. 

“Oh, I take a little now an’ tħen,” was the retort. “I 
s’pose I kin stand one dose with yer, anyhow.” 
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“Good enough! Step. up an’ help yourself! I’m a sizzler, 
an’ no mistake! But I ain’t used ter bein’ refused, so I 
must insist that ther two young galoots with yer must drink 
with me,” A 

“Well, there ain't no use in/insistin’ on that, ’cause they 
won’t do it. They don’t drink nothin’ strong, an’ you, or 
nobody else can’t make ’em.” 

“What! Why, I never seen ther galoot I couldn’t make 
drink whisky with me. They've got ter drink, now that 
you’ve gone an’ said that! Jest remember that I’m Sam 
Smasher, ther Sizzler from Sizzlin’ Fork!” 


“See here, my friend,” spoke up Young Wild West, “there’s |. 


no need of having any trouble about this. We will/smoke 
with you, and that will be just the same.” 
“No, it won’t. You’ve got ter drink whisky or eat hot 
— Take your choice!” And he pulled a revolver from his 
elt. 


CHAPTER IL. 
WHAT HAPPENED TO THE SIZZLER. 


The look that Sam Smasher gave Young Wild West told 
plainly that he was in earnest. ‘ 

His manner indicated that he was one of the sort who are 
vused to being obeyed. 

The expression of his face changed, however, when the 
dashing boy smiled and retorted: 

“I am not going to drink, and I am not going to swallow 
hot lead! Just put that shooter back in your belt or you'll 
think a tornado has broken loose in less than ten seconds.” 

The Sizzler, as he chose to call himself, stood with the 
muzzle of the weapon pointed at the floor. 

Though somewhat taken aback at our hero’s manner, he 
did not “crawl.” 

“You’re putty spunky, fur a feller of your age,” he said, 
slowly. “But I can’t help that. I’ve got ter live up ter my 
rule. Landlord, jest hand him a glass of liquor, an’ hurry 
up about it!” f ’ 

“Put that shooter back in your belt!” 

There was a ring of command in the voice of Young Wild 
West, and as quick as a flash he drew one of his own six- 
shooters and covered the man. 

Sam ‘Smasher started back a step. 

But he made no move to obey the command. 

Crack! 

The report rang out with startling distinctness in the bar- 
room of the tavern. 3 ‘ 

Thud! 

The revolver fell to the floor as the Sizzler dropped it as 
though it had suddenly burned his fingers. 

The dashing young deadshot had simply hit the barrel of 
the revolver with his bullet, but the shock it gave to the 
man’s hand had caused him to let go of it. 

“Tf you want to drink whisky go ahead and do it, Mr. Sam 
Smasher; I am not a drinker of the stuff, as I told you be- 
fore,” said Wild, calmly. 

Those in the tavern looked on in deep silence. 

They had expected to see the boys forced to drink, but it 
had turned out entirely different. 

The Sizzler had struck a Tartar, and there was no mistake 
about it, either. 

If there was anything like a mistake the Sizzler had 
made it. 

“Thunder!” 3 

Sam Smasher uttered the exclamation and then looked 
around, as though he thought he might be dreaming. 

It was evident that the fellow was not im the habit of be- 
ing treated ‘in that way. 

“Did you knock that shooter out of my hand with a bul- 
let?” he asked a momént later, looking doubtingly at the 
daring boy. 

“I guess that is just what I did,” was the cool teply 
“Now, then, if you don’t act like a man I may split off a 
chunk of, your heart the next time I fire.” 

Smasher turned to the bar and drank the whisky he had 
poured out. ws 

“You can’t seem to take a joke, young feller,” he said. 
“PII deviate from my rule, I reckon, an’ let you off.” 

“Thank you,” was the smiling retort. “You are very kind 
I think. Now, suppose we all have a cigar? A smoke will 
be just the thing to steady your nerves, I think.” 

“All right; we'll smoke.” 


Cheyenne Charlie stepped over and picked up the revolver 
the man had dropped. : 

“Take my advice an’ keep that in ther holster,” he said, 
with a chuckle. “You ain’t ther first galoot what has been 
called by Young Wild West, I reckon.” 

“Young Wild West, did you say?” asked the Sizzler, look- 
ing at our hero in amazement. “Why, I’ve heard a whole 
lot about him. But I never believed that he was nothin’ 
more than a boy.” i 

“I guess I am man enough, don’t you think so?” spoke up 
Wild, a twinkle in his eyes. 

“I should reckon so. You’re about six men crowded inter 
one, I guess. Thunder!” 

He looked at the revolver Charlie handed him, and then he 
thrust it in his belt. 

The tavern-keeper put out a box of cigars and every man 
took one, whether they felt like smoking or not. 

Probably they thought Young Wild West would practice 
the same game the Sizzler had tried to work, and insist that 
everybody smoked, 

But they were mistaken in this, for Wild never tried to 
bulldoze anyone, and when he felt like treating a crowd they 
were at liberty to take what they wanted. 

Two minutes later every person in the room was puffing 
away at a cigar. S 
: Wad paid the bill and then went outside and sat on a 

enen, 

His partners followed him. 

Then Sam Smasher began drinking whisky for fair. 

It was plain that the man was not satisfied with what had 
happened. a 

He was trying to.get up steam, as he called it, and then 
he would show Young Wild West that he was no coward. 

That was where he was making the mistake of his life. 

He should have known suntan: from the way he had been 
treated, that he stood little show with the dashing young 
deadshot. 

“lve heard.of Young Wild West,” our friends heard him 
say, as he treated the loungers to more tanglefoot. “They 
say he ain’t afraid of nothin’, an’ that he generally makes a 
galoot do as he pleases. He had ther drop on me jest a little 
while ago, am’ I had ter crawl. Any man would have done 
that. But if I’d known that it was Young Wild West I was 
tacklin’ I’d have been ready fur him. I’m Sam Smasher, ther 
Sizzler from Sizzlin’ Fork, an’ there ain’t no man ever lived 
after he’d called me.” 

-Cheyenne Charlie wanted to go in and have it out with the 
boastful fellow, but Wild told him to let him alone. 

“He'll come out here pretty soon, with the intention of 
filling me full of holes, and then I’ll make him understand 
that he can’t fool with me. Just leave it to me, Charlie. He 
picked the row with me, so I will finish it.” 

“All right, then,” was the reply. “But I reckon Pd 
make ther galoot sick if I got after him.” 

» “Yes, there’s‘no doubt of that. You would probably make 
a job for the undertaker, for if he tried to get the drop on 
you you would drop him. I don’t mean to drop him; I just 
want to show him that he don’t know much in the line of 
quick shooting.” ~ 

Sam Smasher kept on bragging and treating) the hangers- 
on until he thought he was just ripe for a fight. 

He must have known that our friends were on the porch 
all the time, and the fact that he kept talking that way was 
enough to warn them of his intentions. 

In about twenty minutes he came out on the stoop. 

Just then one of the Chinamen Young Wild West had left 
at the blacksmith ‘shop came up. 

It was the one called Hop Wah. 

He was an awful innocent-looking Celestial, but that was 
as far as it went. 

` There was nothing innocent about him—not the least ves- 


tige of it. 

He was a sleight-of-hand performer, a card sharp, and 
a lover of tanglefoot, as he called whisky, after the fashion of 
the cowboys miners, 

Hop walked up to the tavern, a bland smile on his face. 

“Me gottee lillee pain, Misler Wild,” he said, when he was 
within a dozen yards of the bar-room door. “Me likee havee 
lillee dlink tanglefoot.” 

“Whoop!” yelled the Sizzler, for it was at that moment he 
came out. “What do yer think of that? It’s a Chinee, boys, 
an’ I’m goin’ ter shoot his pig-tail off! If anyone don’t like 
it I’ll do somethin’ worse!” 

The last was meant for Wild, as everyone knew. 


soon 
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“Come on, Hop,” said our hero, rising and drawing a re- 
volver. “If that pet goes to shoot at you I'll rip off his 
spurs with a couple of bullets!” 

Smasher had a shooter in his hand, and ignoring what the 
boy said entirely, he raised it to fire at the Chinaman. 

Young Wild West darted forward like a shot and struck 
the weapon from his hand. z 

Then he struck the man a blow on the chest that sent him 
off the porch. 

The Sizzler uttered.a yell of rage, and quickly got upon 
his feet. 

Crack! 

Wild fired, and broke one of his spurs from the heel of the 
boot it was attached to. 

Crack! 

The other went the same way. 

Then the rascally blower danced about like a crazy man. 

“Give me a fair show an’ T’! li¢k all creation!” he yelled. 

“Run up and slap him in the mouth, Hop!” Wild called out. 

“Allee light!” 

Up came Hop like a young tornado, and— 

Whack! ` 

He struck the bad man a blow across the mouth that sent 
him staggering. 

He had not expected that the Chinaman would do it, and 
as it happened so quickly the Sizzler was dazed. 

But he really was a bad man, in every sense of the word, 
and pulling a long-bladed knife from his belt, he sprang at 
Hop with the intention of carving him. 

Crack! 

5 Wie fired again and broke the blade of the knife with the 
ullet. - 

“A cast-iron blade, I reckon,” remarked Cheyenne Charlie. 

Hop leaped upon the stoop, while the bad man stood look- 
ing at the broken blade. 

It was at this juncture that two men came riding up. 

When they saw Sam Smasher standing there they looked a 
bit uneasy, but they dismounted. 

One of them pulled his gun, though, and leveling it at the 
Sizzler, exclaimed: 

“Now, then, I reckon we kin git satisfaction out of yer fur 
jumpin’ our claims, you thievin’ galoot!” he cried. “You 
ain’t in Sizzlin’ Fork now, an’ we’ll have a square deal here, 
*cause I kin tell by ther looks of these folks.” 

The Sizzler was certainly in a bad plight. 

His revolver lay on the porch, and the only thing he pos- 
sessed in the line of a weapon was the broken knife he held 
in his hand. : 

“Don’t shoot!” he called out. “I give in!” 

But the man was going to shoot, and he did. 

Wild was quick enough to knock his arm up, however, and 
the bullet went a couple of feet over the villain’s head. 

“It isn’t a square deal to shoot a man when he hasn’t any- 
thing to defend himself with, my friend,” he said. “I don’t 
know what your trouble is. But just wait a while.” 

The miner looked at the boy in silence fof the space of a 
moment, and then answered: 

“I reckon you're right, young fellow. But that galoot has 
been havin’ things all his own way over in Sizzlin’ Fork, an’ 
when we seen him leave ther camp about ‘leven o’clock last 
night we made up our minds ter foller him an’ have it out. 
We've been ridin’ ever since, fur it’s sixty miles from Sizzlin’ 
Fork ter Silver King.” s 

“He’s ther leader of a gang over there that jumps every 
good-payin’ claim there is. He took ours from us, an’ shot 
two as good men as ever breathed, ’cause they wanted ter 
hold what belonged ter ’em. Sam Smasher is no good! If 
he don’t git shot dead putty soon he’ll git,a rope around his 
neck, as sure as I’m shoutin’!” 

“Yer kin talk now, can’t yer, yer galoots?” roared- the 
Sizzler. “I ain’t got my shooter, or you’d both be down 
afore this. You ” 

“Shut up!” interrupted Young Wild West. “You’ve got 
two minutes to get on your horse and get out of range of my 
revolver. Hurry, or you'll be a dead man!” 

Smasher paled. 

His horse was standing where he had left it half an hour 
before, and without another word he walked over to it. 

\* ‘s-your shooter,” said Wild, picking it up and tossing 

\to him. “Now light out for Sizzling Fork. I'll be over 
»thére in a day or two to see you, so just be on your good be- 
havior when I come. I like to stack up against such four- 
flushers as you are.” 


The two miners, who had ridden over from Sizzling Fork’ 


in search of the bad man, looked amazed when they saw how 
readily the villain obeyed what the boy said. 

“that will hurry him a little,” he observed. 

He was right, for the Sizzler bent low and put his pony at 
the top of its speed. 

The next minute he was out of sight. 

“Now, then,” said our hero, looking at the two miners, 
“just tell us something about Sizzling Fork and the claim 
jumpers, will you?” 


CHAPTER III. 


HOP PERFORMS A MAGIC TRICK. 


The two men who had ridden into town on the trail of Sam 
Smasher were glad to tell all about the mining camp that 
was called Sizzling Fork, after the tributary of tne Black 
River ofthe same name. 

They gave their names as Fisher and Martin, and they 
as that they had been among the first to locate at the 
spot. 

It was a rich spot, so they said, and the pay-dirt ran as 
high ‘as forty dollars to the ton. 

As yet there was no machinery there to mine with, and 
the camp being under the control of a lawless set of mien, it 
was hard for an honest man to exist there. 

Young Wild West was very much interested in what he 
heard, for he had set out for Sizzling Fork when he started 
from Phoenix. 

Reports had reached him about the remarkable gold de- 
posits to be found there. 

wea was always interested when he heard stories of this 
sort. 

He had a mania for gold-hunting, anyhow. 

When he had done questioning Fisher and Martin he was 
satisfied that they had not been exaggerating any. 

“Well, boys,” said he, “we are going over to Sizzling Fork 
to-morrow, and i will have my sweetheart to stake out a 
claim right away. Pll bet all I am worth that Sam Smasher 
and his gang won’t jump the claim, too! You can gamble 
on that if you like, and you’ll be a sure winner.” 

“I don’t know about that,” answered Fisher, shaking his 
head. “The population of Sizzling Fork is only about sixty, 
and at least ag of the men there are in sympathy With 
Smasher. They have made lots of money by taking rich 
claims away from honest men. They don’t work them, any 
more than to take out what dirt they need to keep them in 
rum and money to gamble with. They are always flush, for 
it is easy to rake out a handful of dust any time they want 
it. I am afraid Sizzling Fork will never amount to much un- 
til the bad element is cleaned out and some capitalist comes 
along and puts up a smelter.” : 

“All of that will be done in short order if there is gold to 
be found there as plentiful as you fellows say,” retorted our 
hero. “I know plenty of men who will come there and de- 
velop the mines. Just let me have a look at the place once! 
V’ll soon show you whether the claim-jumpers will run things 
their own way!” 

The two men looked at him admiringly. 

“I like ther way you talk, Mr. West,” said Martin, “But 
I am afraid you will go agin what they call a tough proposi- 
tion when yer tackle them claim-jumpers at Sizzlin’ Fork.” 

“The tougher the proposition the better I will like it,” 
was the smiling retort. “I couldn’t get along very well if 
there wasn’t a whole lot of excitement on the carpet all the 
time. What I want is plenty of bad men to fight against. 
It has got to be a second nature with me now to clean out 
bad gangs. I just glory in the work, for I feel that I am 
doing good to mankind in general. My partners feel the 
same way, and even the girls like it. Sizzling Fork is just 
the place for us, and there is where we will go to-morrow.” 

Neither of the miners had ever heard of Young Wild West, 
so they were not aware of his great achievements. 

“Well,” said Fisher, “if you are going to start for Sizzling 
Fork to-morrow morning we will go back with you. I had an 
idea of staying away from there, since we didn’t get the 
Sizzler, after riding so far after him” 

The horses of our friends were all shod in good shape by 
dark that night, and they were stalled in the half-open stable 
in the rear of the tavern. f 
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Hop Wah, the tricky Chinaman, had managed to procure al 


bottle of tanglefoot rum after the Sizzler had been sent on 
his way in such a hurry, and he had hidden it, for the pur- 
pose of taking it with him to drink on the way to the mining 
camp, for he had heard that it was a good day’s ride to 
Sizzling Fork, and he liked to take a nip now and then. 

Hop knew perfectly well that Wild would take the whisky 
away from him if he found that he was getting toó nfuch of 
it aboard, but that made no difference; every chance he got 
he would do the same thing over again. 

Wild knew he had been taking a little too much when he 
went out to see that the horses were properly cared for. 

After paying the blacksmith his bill he sent for Hop. 

The Chinaman came into the bar-room, smiling and look- 
ing more innocent than ever, if it was possible for him to ap- 
pear that way. ` \ 

There was quite a crowd in the bar of the tavern, and it 
had occurred to our hero to have a little fun, since the men 
all seemed to be good-natured. 

Hop could make more fun than half a dozen ordinary per- 
sons, 

He was always ready to perform his magic tricks, and he 
ee made it a point to make a victim of someone if he 
could. / 

The blacksmith was there, and as he had been much in 
the company of the two Chinamen that day, he had an idea 
that he knew them pretty well. 

He might have understood the nature of Wing, the cook, 
but he did not know a thing about his brother. 

The blacksmith had seen any number of Chinamen, and 
it was evident that he thought they were all alike. 

He happened to be present when Wild called Hop in. 

Bill was the name the blacksmith sailed under, and when 
he saw that the Celestial had been drinking enough to make 
it show on him he grinned and remarked: 

“If it’s anything that will’make me laugh it is ter see a 
heathen with too much bug-juice in him. Jest look at that 
galoot now! Ain’t he a sight worth seein’?” 

“Me feel allee samee likee fightee-cockee,” retorted Hop. 
“Hoolay! — Hip-hi!” 

Then he began to dance about the floor, greatly to the de- 
light of the spectators. 

Wild saw that he was just in the humor to make some fun, 
so he let him go ahead. 

The blacksmith was a good-natured fellow, and since he 
had started the thing, he meant to let him go ahead, and if 
he got the worst of the fun it was all right. 

“Kin yer sing?” the blacksmith asked, as he took Hop by 
the arm and steered him to the bar. 

“Me singee allee samee lillee yellow birdee,” was the re- 
ply. “Me gottee uncle in Pekin whatee velly much smartee; 
me allee samee my uncle.” 

Then he started up a song in Chinese, and the miners 
roared with merriment. 

But Hop did not mean to sing very long. ` 

He wanted to do something that would mystify the crowd, 
and the quicker he got at it the better he would be suited. 

“Me likee show nicee lillee tlick,” he remarked, as he 
stopped his noise that he called singing. 

“Go ahead and show the blacksmith a little trick, Hop,” 
said Wild, nodding his approval. “But just let the tangle- 
foot alone. You have had more than your share for to- 
night.” 


“Me no likee um tanglefoot,” retorted Hop, smiling bland- 
ly. “Makee poor Chinee feelee allee samee likee fool.” 

“Let’s see. yer do a little trick,” spoke up the blacksmith. 

“Allee light; me likee have bottle half fullee tanglefoot; 
me no dlinkee; me wantee do um tlick with um.” 

“nae there’s a bottle that’s jest about half full. Go 
ahead. > 

The blacksmith pointed to the bar, where a bottle that they 
had been drinking from sat. 4 

The Chinaman nodded, and he suddenly threw his big yel- 
low silk handkerchief over. the bottle. : 
Phi it was that he had brought his sleight-of-hand into 
play. 

The faet was that he had come in prepared to do that very 
little trick. x í 

Hop got close to the bar, and no one saw him remove the 

- bottle from the bar and replace it with another. 

But that was just what he did. : 

Wild and his partners knew that he would do this, and 
that he would probably manage to walk off with the bottle 
containing the liquor. 


But Wild did not intend that he should succeed in doing 
the latter. 

He did not want him to have any more whisky. 

The Celestial adjusted the handkerchief nicely about the 
bottle, and then stepped back and bowed in a satisfied way. 

“Me make um bottle havee diffelent stuffee in um,” he 
said, blandly. “Me say thlee, four wordee,.and um tangle- 
foot allee go ’way. You watchee, now.” 

Then he leaned over and looking at the handkerchief, mut- 
tered something in his own language. ` 

This done, he turned to the blaeksmith, and observed: 

“You takee um handkerchief flom um bottle; you findee 
somet’ing nicee for um supper in um bottle.” 

The blacksmith grinned and stepped up to the bar. 

He carefully removed the handkerchief, and then it was 
that a cry of astonishment went up from all but our friends. 

They were not surprised at anything Hop did. 

But when they saw that the whisky had vanished, and that 
there was a live rat in the bottle in its stead, they could not 
help from laughing. 

That is just what Hop had brought about. 

The rat was in an upright position, and was trying hard 
to crawl up through the neck. 

But it was too small for him to do that, so he just kept 
at it in vain. 

The eyes of the blacksmith fairly bulged. J 

“What do yer think of that fur a magic trick, boys?” he 
exclaimed, after he had caught his breath. 

:“I never seed anything like it!” declared the proprietor of 
the tavern. “It beats me to know how that rat got in ther 
bottle! And where is ther whisky gone?” 

“Um lat dlinkee up,” answered Hop, in his bland way. 

“Yes, but how did ther blamed rat git in ther bottle?” 

“Me talkee, and um lat comee in um bottle; he lillee bit of 
lat when he go in; when he dlinkee um tanglefoot he gittee 
velly biggee putty quickee, so be.” ` 

The men looked at the Chinaman in an awesome way. 

They had laughed at his antics at first, bùt now they re- 
garded him as being something more than human. 
` They all came up close, and made sure that it was a real 
rat in the bottle, and that it was alive. 

“Me givee lat to um blacksmith, and he cookee for um 
bleakfast,” went on Hop, smiling harder than ever. 

“I don’t want ther rat!” exclaimed the man, stepping back 
out of the way. “Give him ter someone else, Mister Hop!” 

“Allee light!” and then he threw the handkerchief over the 
bottle again and shut the rat from view. 

“Lat velly funny tlick,” he remarked to the blacksmith. 
“Now me makee um lat turnee into tanglefoot, allee samee 
putty quick.” 

He got up close to the bar, and then, while he was talk- 
ing to them in his simple way, the bottle containing the rat 
was changed for the one that had been on the bar first. 

Hop’s pockets were many and large, and he could carry 
half a dozen bottles without anyone noticing it. 

The loose, flowing gown-like coat he wore permitted this. 

When he was ready to farther mystify them he went 
through some more outlandish lingo, and then told the black- 
smith to uncover the bottle again. à 

“Not much!” was the reply. “There might be somethin’ 
worse nor ther rat in ther bottle now. If yer kin make a 
live rat git in it yer kin make anything, gif in it that yer 
have a notion ter. S’pose yer wanted ter make a live rattle- 
snake git in it? Why, yer could do it easy enough.” 

“Me makee um tanglefoot comee back,” said Hop, smiling 
and nodding for him to go ahead and remove the handker- 
chief. 

But the blacksmith would not do it. 

The proprietor offered to do it, so Hop told him to, go 
ahead. td 

He removed the handkerchief rather gingerly, but w he 
got it off, and found that the whisky was there, he breathed 
a sigh of relief. SA ; 

“It’s ther wonderfulest thing I.ever seen done!” he de- 
clared. “But I reckon that liquor ain’t fit ter drink now.” 

“Um tanglefoot allee light,” Hop assured him. “Lat turnee 
back into tanglefoot allee samee likee first.” 

“Well, let’s see you take a drink of it,” suggested one of 
the miners. : 

“Allee light.” , : 

“Don’t bother yourself, Hop,” spoke up Young Wild West. 
“J guess you have had enough for to-night. We are going 
to start out early in the morning, and I want you to be in 
good condition to get things in shape. Gentlemen, I assure 
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you that the whisky in that bottle is all right, though. 
was only one of the neat tricks that Hop does. 
you all very nicely.” 

“But it was a live rat all right,” insisted the blacksmith. 

“T know it was.” ` 

“Where is it now, then?” 

“Here um lat!” exclaimed Hop, suddenly, and out came the 
bottle containing the rodent. The bottom fell from the bot- 
tle, and the liberated rat leaped upon the shoulder of the 
blacksmith. 

A yell went up, and the’miners scattered in every direction. 

The poor rat ran over in a corner and crouched in a 
trightened way. 

Cuore Charlie pulled one of his six-shooters and shot 
t, and that ended, the wonderful rat trick. j 


It 


CHAPTER IV. 
AT SIZZLING FORK. 


The next morning Young Wild West and his friends left 
Silver King pretty early. 

The two miners from Sizzling Fork accompanied them, and 
they seemed very glad to belong to the party. 

Hop ‘Wah had been able to do his work that morning, so 
Wild had found no fault with him. 

The trick he had performed with the rat, however, re- 
mained fresh in the minds of Fisher and Martin, and they 
could not keep from talking about it. 

“How did you get the rat, anyhow?” Martim asked the 
Chinaman, as they were riding along. 

“Me catchee in um stable,” wag the reply. 
to catchee lat.” 

“But how did you git it in ther bottle?” Fisher broke in. 

“Me knockee bottom outee bottle; puttee in um lat, and len 
makee pew bottom with um piece of card.” ‘ s 


“Velly easy 


They’ both understood how it was possible for it to be done 
now. 

“You’re a wonderful man, fur a Chinee,” Martin remarked 
a little later. 

“Me allee samee likee my uncle in China,” was the reply. 

“Could your uncle do funny tricks?” 

“Velly funny tlicks. He makee um empelor laughee likee 
he break um jaw one day.” 

“The emperor laughed so hard that he broke his jaw, eh?” 

“Yes, lat allee same tlue.” 

“How did he git his jaw fixed?” Fisher asked, with a grin 
on his face. í 

“My uncle do anothee funny tlick, and len he laughee some 
mre and um jaw fixee allee samee putty quickee.” 

“T see. 

The two miners were satisfied that they could not puzzle 
the Celestial by asking him qvestions. 

It was a pretty warm day, but our friends kept right on 
until noon, 

They were assured 
covered a little more 
well satisfied. ` 

“How about accommodations when we get to Sizzling 
Fork?” he asked. “Is there any sort of a decent tavern for 
us to sop at, or will it be better for us to pitch our camp?” 

“Tt will be better to go into camp by yourselves, I think,” 
was the reply. “There ain’t no place fit ter stop at in ther 
camp. Why, there ain’t a: women in ther place.” 

“Well, we can make out all right, for we are used to camp- 
ing out. When we get to a town where there is any kind 
of a hotel we generally put up at it, just for the change.” 

Wing showed the two miners what a good cook 2 was, 
and when they had eaten their dinner they both declared that 
ea did not think it necessaary for them to put up at any 

otel. 

Wild and Jim had shot some game soon after they left Sil- 
ver King, so they had some of it for dinner, 

After the meal was over they sat down under the trees to 
take a rest, and give the horses a chance to eat the grass 
they had found: plentiful there. è 

Wing presently came over to where Wild was sitting, with 
a rather long face. p 

“What’s the matter, Wing?” our hero asked. 

“Hop mo helpee washee dishee,” was the reply. 


by Fisher and Martin that they had 
an half the distance, so Wild was 


“Why, how is that?” and Wild looked around and found 


He fooled} that Wing’s brother was nowhere to be seen, 


“He takee lillee walkee, he say.” 

“He did, eh? Which way did he go?” 

“Him go lat way, allee samee putty quickee,” and the 
Chinaman pointed out the direction. 

Ou? hero knew that Hop must be up to something. 

Charlie grinned and follewed him. 

“He’s got whisky, I’ll bet,” he said. 

“T shouldn’t wonder.” 

The two were not long in coming in sight of him. 

Hop sat under a tree, 4 bottle at his side. è 

Charlie grinned when he caught sight of him, and he was 
just going to make some remark when his eye caught a 
glimpse of a sleek, cat-like animal çrawling along a limb 
of the tree, almost directly over the Chinaman. 

It was a big wildcat—as big a one as the scout had ever 
seen. 

Wild now caught sight of the animal. 

“I believe ther critter means ter jump down on Hop,” 
Charlie whispered. 

“It looks that way,” was our hero’s reply. 
its young close by.” 

either of them had their rifles with them, so they pulled 
their revolvers. ? 

They meant to shoot the beast without first letting Hop 
know of its presence. : : 
% Hop picked up the bottle and placed the neck of it to his 
ips. 

At that moment the wildcat prepared to spring. 

“Both together, Charlie!” whispered Wild. 

Crack—crack! s 

Two sharp reports rang out and Hop sprang to his- feet 
just in time to be knocked down by the wildeat as it came 
down from the limb. 

“Hip hi! Helpee, Misler Wild!” yelled the frightened Ce- 
lestial, as he rolled over and scrambled to his feet. 

“Yer come mighty near gittin’ it that time, you heathen 
galoot!” exclaimed Cheyenne Charlie. “If we hadn’t come 
along jest as we did that critter would have made short work 
of yer! ? 

Hop looked at the quivering body of the beast and then at 
his preservers. 

Then his eyes turned to the bottle which had Rees knocked 
over. 

The whisky was running out, and all but a small quantity 
had left it. 

He ran to pick it up and save what he could. 

“Let that be!” commanded Wild. 

The Chinaman came back. 

“This ought to teach you a-lesson,” went on our hero. 
“That wildeat did not like to see a Chinaman sneak off to 
drink whisky, and it meant to scratch your eyes out.” 

The girls and the two miners now came hurrying to the 
scene. 

Wild quickly explained what had happened. 

Hop was very crestfallen. 

But he was thankful that he had escaped from the sharp 
claws of the beast. S 

“That winds up ther whisky-drinkin’ till we git ter Siz- 
zlin’? Fork,” remarked Martin, grinning at the Celestial. 

“Me no dlinkee any more tanglefoot,” was the retort. “Me 


“It must have 


be allee samee likee temperance Melican man.” 


“Till yer get a chance,” added the scout. 

The slain wildcat was left where it was, fot they had no 
use for the pelt, and then, after a short rest they set out 
along the trail to the mining camp. $ 

The pack-horses were kept at as lively a gait as they could 
stand, and just before sunset they came in sight of the wide, 
shailow stream that bore the name of Sizzling Fork. 

It was on the left bank of this that the camp bearing the 
same name was located. 

As they rounded a turn the camp lay before their eyes. 

It was not much of a place, as far as habitations were 
concerned, for there were nothing but the poorest sort of 
shanties there. 


Three of them were public places and had a false front 
to them, to make them appear to be two-story buildings. 

Big signs ran all the way across them, telling the passers- 
by that they were licensed gambling houses, and that whisky 
and tobacco was for sale. 

They were nothing new to our friends, of course, so they 
scarcely bothered to read the signs, when they rode in 
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Wild had decided to ride right through the camp before| better prepare for trouble. 


he halted to go into camp. 


The first thing we know Sam 
Smasher will be coming along with his gang of claim-jump- 


He knew that Sam Smasher, the ‘Sizzler, must be there,| ers and tty to wipe us out.” 


and he wanted to let him know that they had come there. 

The entire population turned out to see them, and the girls 
were roundly cheered as they rode by. 

Smasher did not show himself. 

“I guess we'll camp on the bank of the Fork,” said Wild, 
pointing out a spot that was about a hundred yards from the 
group of shanties that constituted the camp. 

“That’s what’s ther matter!” exclaimed Charlie. 
as well be right near ther water.” 

So they rode over and dismounted. 

No one interfered just then, so half a dozen of the men 
came up to the bank of the stream and eyed them curiously. 

The tents were put up by Wild and his partners, while 
Hop and Wing proceeded to get the supper ready. 

_, Fisher and Martin wanted to help, but Wild told them that 
it was not necessary. 

They were invited to stay and get their supper, and. they 
accepted. 32 

They were going to the shanty of a friend, who had man- 
aged to hold his claim, so far, they said. 

“Tf anything goes wrong with you just let us know,” Wild 
told him. “I guess we can induce Sam Smasher to do the 
right thing.” 

“I reckon that'll be ther hardest thing yer ever done, 
then,” Martin answered. 

“J reckon Wild has tamed worse galoots than him,”, the 
scout assured them. 7 

It did not take over half an hour to get supper ready, since 
the girls lent a hand with it, and then they all ate just as 
though they were camped in a spot where there was not the 
least danger of their being disturbed. 

Probably ‘the claim jumpers would not bother them right 
away, but Wild knew that Sam Smasher would surely be 
looking for revenge. 

After Sunker Fisher and-Martin bade them good-night 
and thanked them, and then left the camp. 

It was now quite dark, so our friends allowed the camp- 
fire to burn so they i be able to see. 

They had lanterns with them, tut they did not bother to 
light them just then. 

“Are yer goin’ ter take a look around ther place an’ see} 
what kjnd of people they’ve got here?” Charlie asked, as 
Wild lighted a cigar. 
> “Not to-night, Charlie,” was the reply. “We will wait till 
morning, I guess.’ That will be time enough, anyhow. I want 
to pick out a claim for Arietta, and that will necessitate the 
looking over of the entire camp.” 

“All right.” 

It was about half an hour later that they had a couple 
of visitors. : : 


“We may 


They were rascally looking fellows, too, and they walke: 
up boldly. 


The scout nodded. 

“That’s jest about ther size of it,” he remarked. “He’s 
sent them two galoots here ter find out whether we’re fixed 
ter put up a fight or not. I reckon we’d better sorter fix up 
things, so’s weve got somethin’ ter git behind, if it comes 
ter trouble.” ; 

There were plenty of logs lying about, so they began to 
gäther theni up and place them so they would act as a shield. 

ey had scarcely finished this work when a rifle shot 
ER and a bullet whistled past the ear of Young Wild 
est. 


CHAPTER V.` 
WILD MEANS BUSINESS. 


“Someone shooting in the dark, eh?” said Wild, as he 
dodged for the cover of the logs they had piled up. “Well, 
this is what I call a rather warm reception we are getting, 
after all.” 

“Yer kin bet your life that was Sam Smasher what done 
that!” Cheyenne Charlie exclaimed. “Wild, yer ought ter 
make short work of that galoot ther next time yer see him.” 

“Oh, he will get his medicine if he don’t look out. Just 
lay low now! I am watching for another shot. It may be 
that we can see the flash.” 

But though they watched for half an hour, no more shots 
were fired. j 

Whoever it was, he had not deemed it wise to fire again, 
eyen though they were camping in the neighborhood of hos- 
tile Indians. 5 

They did this, the three taking turns at watching during 
the night. 

But no one came to disturb them, and when the sun came 
up all were up and stirring. 

Wing lighted the fire and started to préfare breakfast. 

It occurred to Jim Dart that there might be some fish to 
be caught in the stream, so he hurriedly got out a line and 
hooks and then cut a pole. 

The entrails of a sage-hen served to make bait, and it was 
but a few minutes after the fire was lighted when Jim made 
a cast into the stream. 

He was not a bit mistaken when he thought there was fish 
there, for he had hardly got his line into the water when he 
got a bite. 

The result was that he quickly landed a fine three-pound 
fish of the pike species. 

“I guess that fellow is good to eat,” he remarked, as. our 
hero came over to the bank to look on. 

“Yes, that will help a great deal toward a breakfast such 
as we are not used to having,” was the reply. “Wing, just 


“Hello, Young Wild West,” said one, nodding to our hero.|.come here and get this fish ready for the fryingpan.” 


“Hello!” was the reply. “But I don’t know as I ever saw 
you before.” 

“I reckon not. 
heard tell of yer. 
fur?” 

“Oh, iat for a little trip. We heard that there was plenty 
‘dirt here, so we thought we would try our luck.” 

“That’s it, hey?” 

“Yes. Everybody is welcotie, I suppose?” a 

“Sartin. Ther more what gits here ther bigger ther 
place will grow.” 

“Pye heard it is pretty hard for a man to keep a good 
claim here after he gets it. Is that right?” 3 

“I never heard anything like that.” spoke up 
had not ae let himself be heard. “If Fisher an’ Martin told 
yer anything like that they’ve been lyin’. You’d better look 
out fur them two faloots. They're nothin’ more than 
thieves.” ‘ 

“Is that so?” queried Wild. “I am glad you told us that.” 

“Well, good night,” said the other. “I reckon you folks 
will find,Sizzlin’ Fork worth stoppin’ at. We're mighty glad 
ter see ther wimmen folks come here. I’ve sent fur my wife, 
an’ she’ll be here in less than a week. No place ain’t worth 
much without there’s wimmen in it.” 

“That's right. Good-night!” 

The two walked away, and were soon lost in the darkness. 

“Those fellows just came here to see how we were situ- 
ated,” observed Young Wild West. “Boys, I guess we had 


I never seen you afore, either, but I’ve 
What did yer come ter Sizzlin’ Fork 


“Allee light!” and the cook came on a hop, skip, and jump. 

He had barely begun operations when Jim pulled in an- 
other fish. 

This time it was a black bass weighing about a pound. 

“Wantyto try it, Wild?” asked the boy, his face beaming 
with pleasure. “It is certainly fine sport.” 

“No, Fini: you can catch enough for all of us, I guess.. Go 
right on. I don’t want to get the fishing craze just now, for 
there are other things to be looked after, I think.” 

“I ‘guess that’s right, Wild., Well, Pll do the fishing, then.” 

Jim kept right at it, and in less than fifteen minutes he 
had caught more than enough for breakfast. 

This is pretty good for Sizzling Fork, I think,” he re- 


the man, whod marked, as he quit his job. “I don’t know what they gaye 


the stream that name for, unless it is because it is fairly 
sizzling with fish.” 

“{ rather think there is where it derived its name,” said 
Wild, pointing to a waterfall a mile above, where the stream 
was quite narrow. “The water comes tumbling over the 
rocks there in a big volume, and I guess it would be about 
the last of a fellow if he were to come over it. There is a 
fall of about thirty feet, and there is no deubt but that the 
rocks are very sharp at the bottom.” 

“You are right on that, I guess. Well, I shan’t try divin 
over that falls, you can bet! But I mean to go up there fe 
have a good look at that waterfall, for I call it a very pretty 
one, from what I can see from here.” 

“The girls will want to look at it, too, so we'll all go up 
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there before the day is over. 
I am going out to try and find who it was that fired that 
shot last night. I will take Charlie with me, and you can 
remain in charge of the camp.” 

“All right, Wild.” 

Jim never objected when our hero appointed him to any 
particular task. ; 

All hands declared it a very good breakfast they had that 
morning, for Wing was certainly a master hand at frying 
fish, and when they had finished Wild turned to Charlie and 


Come! I guess we'll go around the camp and hunt up 
the cowardly galoot that fired that shot last night, Charlie.” 
“Yer kin bet yer life I’m ready fur that!” was the reply. 

“Be careful, Charlie,” admonished his wife. “Don’t go to 
getting hot-headed and do something you will be sorry for.” 

“I reckon I never git hot-headed,” was the reply. “Any- 
how, Wild is goin’ ter run this game. I’m simply goin’ ter 
do as he says. 

“Well, that will be all right, then. 
head.” 

“Well, I ain’t never lost mine yet,” and the scout grinned 
as he took off his hat and felt of the top of his head. 

Wild and the. scout left the camp a few minutes later. 

tiles just about the time the miners were going to their 
wor! 

As there was no smelter there, the ‘store and saloons were 
provided with scales, with which they weighed the dust the 
miners brought, and allowed them what they called the mar- 
ket price for it. 

Of course, the most of the dealing was done with money, 
for those of. the business men who got hold of the dust ‘soon 
converted it into cash by sending it over to Silver King. 

The smelter there did the rest, and those who brought the 
a and nuggets there made a nice profit over the worth 


Wild never loses his 


it. 

Wild and Charlie walked leisurely around the camp. 

They noticed that there were half a dozen claims in a 
row that only hada man on each, and he was simply doing 
guard duty, as it appeared. 

Our hero questioned one of them, and received the reply 
that he was staying there to keep somebody from taking pos- 
session of the claim. 

“Ts it your claim?” Wild queried. 

“No, but I’m watchin’ it fur a friend,” was the retort. 

“Who is the friend an are watching it for?” 

“See here, young feller, you’re askin’ altogether too many 
ee fur a stranger. What is it your business, any- 

ow 

“Oh, I don’t know. I thought one of these claims might 
belong to Fisher or Martin.” 

“Neither Fisher nor Martin has got a claim here. They 
both had, one, but they quit, an’ so someone else has got 
‘em now.” 

“Does Sam Smasher own this claim?” 

“Go an’ find out!” 

“Well, I expect to find out just what he owns, and what 
he don’t own, too. I also expect to find out who fired a shot 
at our camp last night. In case I don’t meet Smasher, you 
Jys him that’ Young Wild West is looking for him, will 
you 

“Are you Young Wild West?” queried the miner, showing 
considerable surprise. 

“That is who I happen to be.” 

“I never seen yer, but I heard of yer.” 

“The Sizzler told you, I suppose? ri 

“Never mind who told me. 

“All right. Are you one of the claim jumpers?” 

“Am I what?” and the man’s brow darkened. 

“Are you one of the galoots who are seizing the claims 
around here, because the owners have no way of protecting 
themselves? In other words, are you a sneaking scoundre 
taking advantage of the lack of law and order here, and do- 
ing as you please?” 

The man turned white at this. i 

“I reckon I’m as honest an’ square as ther majority here 
in Sizzlin’ Fork,” he said, hotly. 

“Well, I don’t doubt that, for I have heard enough to con- 
a that the majority here are unprincipled scoun- 

rels.” 

“Yer wouldn’t want ’em ter hear that yer said that, would 
er?” 

“Oh, that is all right. I know very well that you will 
spread it around that I made such a ri Let yourself 


The first thing after breakfast | 


0. But, don’t forget to tell Sane Smasher that I am looking 
or 

With that Wild and Charlie moved along. 

The miner stood looking at them for a Fiata; and then 
he went over to a rock and sat down. 

Our two friends took in a general view of the camp. 

They found that the claims that had been stake 
adjoined one another, 

The vacant ones lay off on a hill-side and up along the 
bank of the creek, toward the falls. 

“I guess I’ll pick out one along the stream for Arietta,” 
said Wild, as they turned to walk down the single crooked 
street of ‘the mining camp. “It may be that we can strike 
one that will pan out pretty well, and if we do she can sell 
it at the first chance she gets.” 


The claim jum be gag were not a very industrious lot, as 


ba t be supp pose 
hey really lived on the industry of others—or the luck 
of others, we might say, for they never jumped a man’s 
claim unless they knew it was worth something, and could 
be easily worked. 

In front of each of the ‘hires saloons were three or four 
men. 

Wild and Charlie walked up as coolly as though they did 
not know that they had an enemy lurking somewhere near. 

They had more than one enemy, too, for it was pretty cer- 
tain that Sam Smasher had told his followers all. about 
relies Wild West, and that meant that they were enemies, 
00. 

Our two friends went into the first saloon they came to. 

They were not surprised to find Smasher standing at the 
bar in the company of two men, whose very appearance in- 
dicated that they belonged to a lawless set. The Sizzler 
looked a bit discomfited when he saw the two come in’ 

“Good-morning!” said Wild, nodding to the man behind the 
bar. “This is a fine morning, isn’t it?” 

“I reckon it is, as fur as mornin’s go,” was the reply. 
“Evenin’s is what I look fur, though, ’cause there’s more 
money spent then.” 

“You are after the almighty dollar, then, it seems.” 

“That’s jest what I am, young feller. That’s what every 
body looks fur nowadays.” 

“Well, it seems to be that way, I will admit. Hello, Mr. 
Sizzler! So here is where you hang out, eh?” 

“Hello, Young Wild West!” answered the rascal, meekly. 

The two men with him looked at Smasher with no little sur-, 
prise, 

The fact was that he had only been telling them a minute 
(eee that he was going to shoot Young Wild West on 
sig! 

And here was his chance. 

But instead of carrying out his boast, he acted as meek 
as a lamb. i 

“Let us haye some cigars,” said Wild, coolly, as he put a 
gold piece on the rough counter. 

The proprietor hastened to put out a box that looked as 
though it had been a long while in service, while his face put 
on a more pleasant look. 

Wild invited the three men to have a smoke. 

Be The Sizzler promptly stepped up and took a cigar from the 

Ox. 

The other two hesitated for a moment, and then followed 
his example. 

When all had lighted up Wild looked straight- at the Siz- 
zler and said: 


“T want to ask you a question, Sam Smasher.” 

“What do yer want ter know?” 

“Who fired the shot at us last night?” 

“I don’t know what you’re talkin’ about.” 

“Yes, you do know what I am talking about. You know 
all about it. It was either you or one of your gang, so just 
out with it. I am going to make the fellow who did it do'a 
tenderfoot dance, and then chew a mouthful of sand! I 
mean business!” 

Wild drew his revolver as he said this, for he knew very 
well that the men were thinking of shooting. 

“Come, I want an answer! Who fired that shot last night 
at me?” 

“I don’t know, Young Wild West,” the sizzler answered. 

“Well, I'll tell’ you who it was. You are afraid to, I guess. 
You are the galoot that did it! Now, get outside in a hurry, 
or a let hot lead come!” 

decided to make him dance right where he was. 


out all 
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He fired a shot that grazed the heel of the villain’s boot. 

The report brought half a dozen into the place, and among 
them were Fisher and Martin, who had just come out of the 
store that was nearly, across the way. 

“Dance, you sneaking coyote!” cried Wild. ¥ 


CHAPTER VI. 
THE SIZZLER IS MADE TO EAT DIRT. 


‘The Sizzler obeyed the command of the young deadshot 
with great quickness. 

Crack! 

The second bullet just touched the heel of the other boot, 
and feeling a slight shock from it, the Sizzler let out a yell. 

Then Wild let him dance for a full minute, and such danc- 
ing as it was! 

The Sizzler had never learned to do a step, that was cer- 


in. 

pat be kept on the move, and that made it satisfactory. 

rac ; 

Wild fired again as he tired a little, and this time he hit 
the sole at. the toe of his boot. 

“Wow!” yelled the villain, “let up, won’t yer?” 

“Are you ready to own up that you shot at our camp last 
night?” asked the dashing young deadshot. 

“Yes, yes! But I only done it ter wake yer up a little. I 
didn’t try ter hit no one.” 

That was what Wild wanted. ‘ 

The man had admitted that he had fired at the camp. 

He pulled his other shooter from his belt. 

_ “Get out through that door, and don’t you stop dancing, 
either!” he cried. : 

Sam Smasher looked more like a whipped cur than any- 
thing else as he hurriedly obeyed the command. 

Wild followed his victim out—for he vould certainly be 
called a victim—and when he was jumping about in the 
sand, in answer to the motions of the swinging revolver in 
the boy’s hand, he let a shot go from the revolver he had in 
his right hand. 

The bullet struck the sole of his boot, and glanced along, 
lodging in the heel. 

It stung the villain so much that he let out a yell and 
dropped in a heap. 

“Now, then,” said Wild, calmly, “you’ve got. to bite into 
the sand and chew it! Go ahead, or I’ll fire a shot in answer 
to the one you sent at me last night; and it will be to kill, 
too! I mean what I say! Chew sand, or die!” 

If ever there was a thoroughly frightened man it was the 
Sizzler at that moment. 4 

He had been the leading spirit in reckless lawlessness in 
the camp, and had cowed all comers; but here he was, the 
most humble of all grovelling, frightened dogs! 

He took a mouthful ofthe sand and began to chew it as 
though he relished it. 

“Get up!” commanded Young Wild West. “I am satisfied 
that you are the worst coward I ever met. I wouldn’t do 
what you have-done if I was shot dead for refusing. You 
are no good, and anybody that sticks up for you is a worse 
coward than you are!” : 

At a word from Wild Sam Smasher got up. 

He sneaked into the saloon in a hurry. 

Wild expected he might fire at him as he went through the 
doorway, but no such thing occurred. 

But Smasher was not satisfied, for all that. 

He had been humiliated in the very worst form, but that 
was on account of his extreme cowardice. 

He was very bitter against Young Wild West, and he 
made up his mind that he would never have the upper hand 
in Sizzling Fork again if he did not kill the boy. 

He meant to kill him, too, but not in a fair way. ; 

That must be done when the dashing young deadshot was 
not expecting it. 

The Sizzler did not stop in the bar-room when he went in- 
side, but-passed right on through, and left by the back door. 

A hundred yards distant, across a rocky piece of ground, 
was his shanty. 

He made for it, spitting and wiping the sand from his 
mouth as he went. ; 

At the shanty he got some water, and after a while he got 
his mouth cleaned out. r i 

Then he found a jug and took a drink from it. 


That made him feel better. 

“Now, then, I must git ther gang together,” he muttered. 
“Things has come ter a putty pitch! Young Wild West an’ 
his pards has got ter go under afore ther sun rises’ to-me 
mornin’, or there won’t be no use in me stayin’ here in 
lin’ Fork no longer.” 

He went out ofthe shanty to a rough pole that had a 
halliard to it. 

Smasher had erected the pole for a flagstaff, but when he 
hoisted the flag to the top it meant something. 

Just now he was going to hoist it as a signal ‘for’ his 
friends to congregate at his shanty without delay. 

The flag was made of two strips, red and white, and it was 
square in shape. ; 

The material used was a piece from a red flannel shirt 
and a strip of common white muslin. 

The villain now got out the flag, which was a rather dirty 
and uneven looking rag, to say the least. 

He went out and tied the halliards to it, and sent it up, red 
stripe to the top. 

This done, he tied the halliards to the pole and went into 
the shanty again. 

“I reckon there'll be a hot time in Sizzlin’ Fork afore 
many hours,” he exclaimed, as he poured himself another 
drink from the jug. “Young Wild West ain’t goin’ ter run 
this camp, not if I know it. It’s too bad that my aim was 
bad last night! I thought I had ther young galoot dead ter 
rights when I pulled ther trigger. Ther rifle always did 
shoot putty straight; it may be that it’s dirty, so I'll jest 
clean it while I’m waitin’ fur ther boys ter git here.” 

He took down a rifle that was hanging to the wall, and 
proceeded to clean it with a rag and some oil. g 

It was a muzzle-loader of the musket type, but looked as 
though it might perform deadly work if in the hands of a 
person who knew how to use it. 

Smasher did not. have the weapon half cleaned when twe 
of the claim-jumpers arrived at the shanty. 

“What’s ther matter, Sam?” one of them asked, excitedly. 

“I want all ther boys here as soon as possible,” was the 
reply. “There’s business on hand.” 

“Well, some more of ’em is comin’,” spoke up the other 
man. “I reckon about everybody in ther camp has seen your 
flag afore this.” 

The words were scarcely spoken when in came three more 
men. 

They were followed by half a dozen more in less than ten 
minutes, i 

The Sizzler hurriedly got his rifle cleaned, and stood it 
where it would be handy. 

‘Some of the last to arrive had been at the saloon when 
their leader was treated so roughly by Young Wild West. 

They had an idea of what was in the wind. 

Smasher counted them up. 

“Only ‘leven of yer, hey?” he observed. 
rest?” 

“Some of ther gang has gone back on yer, I reckon,” 
answered one of them, : 

“They have, hey? Well, they’ll wish they hadn’t afore 
they’re many hours older, an’ ye kin gamble on that!” 

Two more came in just then, leaving the claims they had 
been watching bare. 

One of them was the man Wild had conversed with when 
he first started out to make a tour of the camp. 

His name was Gusher, and he was one of the best men 
so to speak, that the Sizzler had under him. 

“Is there goin’ ter be trouble, Sam?” he asked. 

“Yes, I reckon so,” was the reply. “Young Wild West is 
here, an’ he give me an awful maulin’ a little while ago. 
He’s goin’ ter clean out the claim jumpers, so he says.” 

“But yer don’t’ think he will, do yer?” asked Gusher, 
winking his eye, knowingly. s 

“Hardly, my boy. I’m gittin’ ready ter make short work 
of ther whole gang. They must be cleaned out afore sun- 
rise to-morrer! Ther gals with ’em kin stay here an’ marry 
an’ settle down, if they want ter, an’ if they don’t want ter 
they kin light out. It won’t do ter interfere with ’em, I 
reckon, unless they do some of ther fightin’ an’ go down 
with ther rest.” i 

“Fourteen of us, hey?” remarked Gusher, as he counted 
them up. “I wonder where ther rest is? They must see that 
flag, all right.” 

“Some of ’em ain’t comin’, I reckon,” answered one of the 
villains. “They’re a little down on Sam ’cause Young Wild 


Siz- 


“Where’s ‘ther 
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West made him eat dirt a little while ago. I reckon aayoae| 


would have done it if they’d been in his place.” 

The Sizzler waited half an hour longer, and when he saw 
that the number remained thirteen still his brow darkened. 

“More’n half ther boys has gone back on me, I reckon. 
Won’t I make Rome howl after Young Wild West an’ his 
pards is wiped out! TPH make every galoot what has crawled 
eat dirt, ther same as Young Wild West made me do.i PH 
git square on ther galoots.” 

“It won’t do fur us ter stay here, not with only fourteen 
of ‘us ter buck all ther rest in ther camp,” observed Gusher. 
“S’pose we go up to ther cave above ther falls, Sam? Then 
yer kin send a couple of us around ter bring in recruits. I 
reckon we kin git eight or ten of ’em ter change their 
minds.” 

“A good idea, Gusher,” answered the Sizzler, nodding his 
approval. “Come on! we'll go up ter ther cave.” 

The men filed out of the shanty and went to get what arti- 
cles they intended to take with them. . 

A few minutes later they marched in a body to the cave 
they had held in reserve for a headquarters in just such an 
emergency as was now before them. 

But there was going to be a hot time with the claim 
jumpers, and Young Wild West was going to be the central 
figure in the game. 


’ 
CHAPTER VII. 
WHAT HAPPENED TO THE TWO CHINAMEN. 


Wild and Charlie had not been gone very long when Hop 
Wah began to grow restless. 

_“Me and my blother likee takee lillee walk,” he said to 
Jim, after he had moved up and down the confines of the 
camp several times. 

The two left the camp, walking side by side. 

Jim and the girls watched them and saw that they were 
heading straight for the heart of the mining camp. 

“There'll be two drunk, instead of one, now, I suppose,” 
he remarked. \ 

He was pretty nearly right on that. 

Hop was keeping his eyes open as he walked along. 

He did not want to come in contact with Young Wild West 
and Cheyenne Charlie if he could help it. 

The two Celestials were approaching from a direction op- 
posite to Wild and Charlie, since our two friends had gone 
at around the camp before they made their way to the public 
places. 

They got in front of the place they visited and found the 
= S just as Hop and Wing came along within a hun- 

yards. 

Hop caught his brother by the sleeve and pulled him back. 

“Waitee!” he said. “Misler Wild no likee if he see my 
blother go in um saloon.” 

Wing, who had got the notion in his head that a drink or 
two would not harm him, obeyed the injunction. 

They both waited until Wild and Charlie went into the 
saloon, and then they headed for the place nearest to them. 

There was no one in it but the man who owned the place, 
and he was sitting on a stool, dozing. 

When he looked up and saw his two customers he grinned. 

“What do yer want, you heathen?” he ed. 

“Tanglefoot,” answered Hop, looking as immocent as any 
Chinaman could look. 

“Got any money ?” 

“Me ie allee samee plenty money, so be,” and Hop 
showed a roll that must have contained a couple of hundred.” 

“All right. Your money is jest as good as a white man’s. 
Yer kin have anything yer want in this ranch.” | 

Though Hop had showed his roll, he did not mean to leave 
much of it at the saloon. = 

He was always looking to get more than his money’s 
worth, and when he saw how much the»saloon keeper was in- 
terested in his money he decided to get the best of him. 

He-had a drink, and so did Wing, and then Hop looked at 
the man behind the bar and said: 

“How muchee for um bottle?” 

“Six dollars, bein’s it’s you,” was the retort. 
would have ter pay seven.” 

“Me puttee uppe seven dollee, and thlow dicee; you beatee 
and you takee money and keepee bottle tanglefoot, allee 
samee; me beatee, me takee bottle ‘tanglefoot and keepee 
money.” x ž 


"x 


“Anyone else 


“That’s a fair proposition, even if it does come from a 
heathen Chinee; I’ll go yer!” said the proprietor. “Business 
ain’t been worth a blame this mornin’, anyhow. Ther galoot 
on ther othey side of ther street has got what there is 
around, an’ I don’t understand why it is. PI chuck ther 
dice with yer fur luck.” 

He put out the leather box and Hop rolled out the three 
dice it contained. 

He gave a nod, as though to say that they were all right, 
and then nodded for the man to go ahead. 

The proprietor put them in the box, shook it well and 
rolled out twelve. } 

“Lat velly good,” observed Hop; “but me beatee.” __ 

“Tl bet yer five dollars yer don’t!” retorted the saloon 
man, pulling out the money and laying it on the counter. 

“Allee light,” and Hop covered it in short order. 


Then he took another look at the dice, turning them over 
until the aces were up. 4 

The man thought he was just looking at them, but he was 
doing more than that. ' 

He had put a sticky substance on his finger and he was ap- 
plying it on the side of each cube where the ace was. - 

Wing did not know what he was doing, any more than the 
saloon keeper did. ; 

But Hop was a sleight-of-hand performer, and that was 
why he could do things that others could not. 

He knew very well that the six-spots were directly op- 
posite to the aces. 

This meant that when the dice were rolled out the sticky 
substance would cause the side where the ace was to stick 
to the counter, and that would make the sixes be on top. 

He placed the three cubes in the box, shook them around a 
bit and then rolled them out. 

Two of them stuck all right and the other did not. 

But that one came up a four, so it made sixteen for the 


throw. 

“You win,” said the man. “Sixteen beats twelve all holler! 
Ther money and ther bottle is yours. But FII chuck yer ag’in, 
an’ what do yer say if we make it ten dollars this time? I 
ought ter have a chance ter git my money back?” 

“Allee light,” and the Celestial smiled sweetly at him, as 
though he was willing to da anything to please him^ 

He put the dice in the leather cup and then rolled out 
three sixes. 

They came up just right this time. 
| “Eighteen!” exclaimed the proprietor. “Thunder! but 
you’ve got more luck than a white man ought ter have, let 
alone a heathen.” 

“Lat velly nicee thlow,” answered Hop, and then he picked 
up the dice and wiped them off, without the man knowing 
what he was doing. i 

The result was that the throw his opponent made was not 
a surprising one. 

“Pll go yer another one,” he said, for he was dead -game, 
as they say in the West. = 

“Allee light,” was the child-like reply. 

He rolled them out and got fifteen to his credit this time. 

Hop had plenty of that sticky stuff with him, and as he 
picked up the dice to place them in the box he got im his 
work again. 

He then rolled out two sixes and a five. 

“You’re a winner ag’in!” exclaimed the saloon keeper, and 
then he pulled out a fifty dollar bill. 

“Do yer want ter bet that much this time?” he asked. 

“Me makee allee samee hundled, if you wantee,” was the 


reply. : : 4 
“No, fifty is enough. If I don’t win this time I'll never 


| throw dice ag’in!” 


Hop threw the dice out this time just as though he did 
not care whether he won or not. 

Three sixes came up. 

“With an exclamation of disgust, the saloon keeper knocked 
the dice from the bar. 

“I won’t throw ag’in that,” he said. “You’re too lucky 
fur me. You’d have every cent I’ve got if I, kept on with 
yer. 


“What he said was undoubtedly the truth, but Hop only 
smiled and pocketed his winnings. k ‘ $ 

Hop had won seventy-five dollars and a bottle of whisky in 
short order and he was a very happy Celestial. 

But the man did not want to see him go out of the place 
that way. p A i 

He had a faro lay-out in the back room, and he insisted on 
taking the two in. 
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Faro is a game that no one can beat. 

A person might have luck enough to win a big pile, but 
if he don’t step right there he is bound to lose it all again, 
and mors, too. 

No ohne knew this better than Hop, for he had tried the 
game many times. 

But he did not like to go out without giving the man a 
show to win some of his money back. 

The saloon keeper acted as dealer, of course, and he won 
five dollars at the start. 

Then Hop won. 

The next time they made it ten dollars and Hop lost. 

Then the dealer proposed that they double it and Hop lost 
again. 

Hop was determined to stop then, and he did, promising 
the man that he would come in again before the day was 
over. 

But Hop’s promises did not amount to much. 

He bought drinks for himself and Wing, and then they 
went to the door and looked out. ~ 

It was just then that Wild began his shooting, with the 
Sizzler as his victim. 

The two Chinamen saw what was going on, but they did 
not join the crowd of spectators. 

Instead, they made for the other saloon, which, like the 
one they left, was without a customer just then. 

They remained in there for half an hour or so, and then, 
watching a good chance, they stole out and headed for a 
quiet place to finish the bottle of liquor that had been won 
from the man in the first place they called at. 

Hop had heard Wild and the rest talking about the falls, 
so they thought they would go up there. 

They walked along rather slowly, for Wing was getting 
badly under the influence of the tanglefoot. 

He was not much of a drinker, anyhow, and it did not take 
much to make him intoxicated. 

Hop noticed that he was getting pretty unsteady, so he 
took him by the arm and led him along. 

“My blother lookee velly muchee likee fool,” he said, with 
a grin. 

“Me feelee allee samee likee fool,” admitted Wing, sadly. 

“My blother takee lillee more tanglefoot and len he feel 
allee light.” 

“Me no likee!” declared Wing, and he spoke as though he 
meant it. ? 

They kept on until they reached a point above the falls. 

Then Wing could go no further, so Hop let him drop be- 
neath the shade of a wide-spreading tree. 

Wing dropped off to sleep right away. à 

Hop shook his head and then took another pull at the böt- 


e. 
He had swallowed the most, anyhow, and that was about 
enough to make him give in. 
He had sense enough to put the cork in the bottle and then 
ny lay down beside his sleeping brother and was soom snor- 


g. 
It was not more than half an hour later when he was 
rudely awakened. 


He let out a yell, for some one was dragging him around 
by his queue. 

It was no other than Sam Smasher who had him, for he 
was then making for the cave with his followers. 

The scares villains had each experienced a thrill of de- 
light when they came upon the two sleeping Chinamen, with 
the bottle of whisky on the ground beside them. 

The Sizzler recognized them as belongingeto Young Wild 
West’s party right away. 

“Here’s a chance ter git a little square on Young Wild 
West, boys!” he exclaimed, and then he grabbed Hop by the 
queue and started to pull him around. 

As Hop let out a yell one of the others grabbed Wing in 
the same way, and then he, too, yelled with fear and pain. 

For five minutes the two were roughly handled, and by 
that time they were pretty well sobered. 

“What are we goin’ ter do with ’em now, Sam?” asked 
Gusher. “We ought ter kill ’em, hadn’t we? They’re with 
Young Wild West, an’ that ought ter be their death war- 
rant. 


can’t 


“Sartin we'll kill ’em,” was the reply. “But why 
i at Bill 


we give ’em a ride down ther rapids in that boat th 
Blossy come up from ther Black River in?” 

“Good!” chorused the crowd. 

The next minute the two luckless Chinamen were being 


ee 


dragged to the bank of the stream, just a few yards above 
pe point where the angry water went dashing to the falls 
elow. 


CHAPTER VIIL 
SURPRISING THE VILLAINS. 


Young Wild West and Cheyenne Charlie were im no par 
ticular hurry to go back to the camp. 

They found that they had made a very good impression 01 
the men, so they decided to remain around the saloons ani 
store for a while. 

hag were not a little puzzled when they heard one of th 
miners say that Sam Smasher had hoisted his flag. 

So they went out and had a look at it, 

“What does that mean?” our hero asked, turning to Fisher 
who was standing near him. 

“Well, I don’t jest know what it means,” was the reply: 
“But it seems that ther Sizzler has got that once flag 
fur some purpose. See! There’s a lot of galoots headin 
ie his shanty now. That must be a signal ter call 

ere. 

“They must have something like a secret mage then 
It must certainly be understood between them what the 
hoisting of the flag means. By Jove! those fellows who were 
simply watching the claims are coming toward the shanty 
too. Now is the time for you fellows to take possession oi 
your claims again. There has got to be a beginning, you 
know, and if I can’t get enough men out of this place to take 
your side it will be mighty strange!” 

“We'll do jest as you say about it,” spoke up Martin. “J 

ess all is needed here is a leader against ther Sizzler an’ 
appear ter be jest ther right ome. Just 


% 
en 


is gang, an’ you 
tell us what ter do. 

“Go and take possession of your claims, everybody!” called 
out our hero, looking at the miners, who were ga‘ about 
the room, for he was in the barroom of the saloon, where 
the trouble with the leader of the claim jumpers had started. 

There were some there, as has been stated, who had re- 
nounced the Sizzler, after secing him get his medicine at 
the hands of Young Wild West, and they began to urge the 
miners, who had been victimized by the villains to do as our 
hero said: 

The result was that both Fisher and Martin made for, 
their old claims. 

Then three others, who had been terrorized and forced to 
quit about a week before, followed suit. - 

The fact was that all the real bad element was gathering 
at the shanty of Sam Smasher. È. 

Those who had broke away from him had been following 
ha heretofore more because they feared him than anything 
else, 

So when they found out how cowardly the scoundrel really 
was, when the right one took hold of him, they grew dis- 

sted, and then made up their minds that they were going 
ES tans the honest side of the question. 

Wild picked out one of them who appeared to be a pretty 
intelligent sort of a man. 

“You just’ take a little walk around through the camp, 
where the men are at work, and tell them what is in the 
wind. Tell them that I am going to clean out the claim 
jumpers, and that I may want a little help. I guess they'll 
come down here pretty quick if you make them understand 
it that way.” 

“I'll make them understand all right,” was the reply, and 
away went the miner. 

By the time the claim jumpers got ready to leave the 
shanty of their leader every man in the mining camp was 
aware of what bad happened. b 

And à new era had dawned for Sizzling Fork! 

They had decided tô throw off the yoke of tyranny and run 
things in a straight way. : \ 

Sam Smasher and his methods were doomed. 

When the Sizzler and his crowd set out for the cave above 
the rapids Young Wild West and Cheyenne Charlie saw 
them. 

At first they thought they might be heading for their 
camp, but they soon saw that they were heading for a point 
on the hill up the Fork 
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“I reckon we’d better find out where them galoots is goin’, 


Wild,” observed the scout. 

“That’s right,” was the reply. “They are going right 

past our camp now.’ It is a wonder they don’t take a notion 
to attack it.” 
_ “I reckon Sam Smasher ain’t takin’ them kind of notions 
jest now. He knows what he got not long ago, an’ he will 
know it as long as he lives. A man what is made ter eat dirt 
ain’t likely ter ever furgit it.” 

“That is so, Charlie. 

Wild now told the miners, who were getting together for 
the purpose of fighting the claim jumpers, if it came to the 
point that he was going to follow the villains and see what 
they were up to. 

“I know where they’re headin’ fur,” spoke up one of the 
men. “They have got a big cave right above ther rapids. It 
was Smasher what found it one day, an’ he said it would 
come in handy fur a headquarters if things got goin’ wrong 
in the minin’ camp.” 

_ “Well, they must think things are going wrong, then. I 
rather think that you have explained it, though, for they are 
carrying blankets and provisions with them.” 

Our two friends set out. 

They found that they would come close to their camp if 
Bey followed the claim apere in æ straight line, so they 
decided to let Jim go with them. . 

Wild had an idea that there might be a little scrimmage, 
in case the men saw them, and said anything. 

Jim was called when they got to the camp. .- 

. “Have ee seen anything of the Chinamen?” he asked, 
looking at Wild and Charlie. 

They had not seen Hop and Wing, for Hop had arranged it 
so that their movements had been unknown to them. 

“Where did they go?” our hero asked. 

“Oh! at wanted to take a little walk, he said, so I let 
him go if he would take Wing with him. He agreed, so I 
let them off. It was not long after you and Charlie went 
away. I thought sure you would come across them, for it 
was whisky that Hop wanted, undoubtedly.” 

“Ther two heathen galoots must. have got inter the. place 
we didn’t bother about goin’ in,” -remarked Charlie. “Ther 
chances is that they are there yet, too. Well, let ’em be 
there! We want ter find out what ther claim jumpers is 
up ter. Come on, Jim! Ther gals kin look after ther camp, 
I reckon, ’cause we’re between ’em an’ ther only galoots what 
would be apt ter interfere with ’em.” 

. Jim was glad of the opportunity to go with them. 

While he liked the society of the girls, he also liked to get 

out and enjoy excitement. 


Wild told him in a few words what had happened at the 
saloon, and Dart smiled when he heard how the leader ef the 
claim jumpers had been humiliated. 


“So some of the gang has gone back on them, eh? And} d 


they are taking to a cave, are they?” he remarked, as they 
hurried along the bank in the direction of the falls. 

“That’s jest how ther thing stands,” Charlie answered. 

The villains ahead were not traveling very fast, since some 
of them had pretty good loads to carry. 

Though they had a big start of our friends, they did not 
reach the falls until our three friends had caught up to 
within a couple of hundred yards of them. 5 

When they had moved along a little further and suddenly 
come upon the two sleeping Chinamen, Wild and his partners 
were close enough by to hear and recognize the yells of the 
Celestials. 

They rushed up to within easy shooting distance and held 

‘their revolvers ready. ‘ 

But Wild did not shoot. 

He understood what had happened right away. 

The villains had accidentally come upon the two while 
may were sleeping off the effects of the whisky they had im- 

ibed. 

Wild thought it would be a good idea to let the claim 
jumpers muss them up a bit, for it might sober them. 

But when he heard them say that they were going to put 
them in a boat and send them down the rapids he made up 
his mind to interfere. 

“We will just let them get all ready,” he said, “and then 
we'll surprise the scoundrels. Why, the chances are that Hop 
and Wing would both be dashed to pieces on the rocks.” 

“I wouldn’t want to take any such chances, as I ‘said this 
morning,” Jim answered. “There is not such an awful vol- 
ume of water rushing dowa here, but there is enough to 
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sweep the strongest swimmer over. Then there’s the rocks 
below. They must be gs sharp as knives.” 

When they saw the villains dragging the two Chinamen up 
we hill they hurried around, keeping under cover of the 

rees. è 
._ There were fourteen of the villains, and Wild knew that 
if they opened fire on them it would most likely be returned. 

In that case they would be likely to get hit. 

But he did not mean to fire at the villains, unless it was 
absolutely necessary. s 

To save the lives of Hop and Wing he was ready to shoot 
down their would-be murderers. 

Our friends chose a natural path that they thought would 
just about fetch them around to the spot where the villains 
were making for. : ‘ 

But before they got around they found that they would 
have to further up before they could get to the level 
ground above, since it ran through a cut that had perpen- 
dicular walls of rock on each side. 

They hurried on and at length came out and hurried to 
on top of the hill that overlooked the stream above the 
alls. 

They were just in time to see half a dozen of the claim 
jumpers in the act of putting the two Chinamen into a boat 
that looked strangely out of place in that part of the coun-. 


try. 

It looked like one of the boats that belong to river steam- 
ers, and how it came way up there our friends could not. 
conjecture. 

But that was not the point for discussion just then. 

Hop and Wing were in jeopardy. 

It seemed as though some of. the claim jumpers did not 
want to have a hand in the business, for they stood back to 
the right, in front of a wide-mouthed cave, and watched what 
was taking place. 

As Hop and Wing were placed in the boat all but three 
hastened to the cave. 

The helpless Chinamen sat on the seats in the boat, look- 
ing as though they were certain that their last minute on 
earth had come. 

Their hands were secured behind their backs, so if they 
sprang out they would drown, for the water was no doubt 
pretty deep right there. 

Wild took in everything at a glance. 

He saw that the rest of the claim jumpers ‘were too. far 
away to be of much use, should they rush down to help their 
companions, ; 

A few shots would make them hunt for cover, anyhow. 

So he bade his companions to crouch with him in the 
bushes a few yards above the shore of the stream. 

“I reckon we'd better tie their legs ter ther seats,” they 
heard Sam Smasher say, for he was one of the three who 
had remained to finish the fiendish work they had started to 

o i 


“That’s it!” cried Gusher, who was bound to have a hand 
in it, and had been one of the prime movers in the scheme. 
“I’ll do that right away. Then they'll git a ride as long as 
ther boat stays together. I’ll bet ther boat is putty well 
smashed an’ downside up when it gits down ther rapids an’ 
over ther falls. There’s a good thirty feet drop fur it to 
ther rocks below, yer know.” 

«I know,” and the Sizzler grinned, cruelly. 

“Lettee poor Chinee go! Me no likee!” wailed’ Wing just 
then. 

“Me allee samee velly good Chinee!” added Hop in a shrill 
voice of terror. 3 

“Jt makes no difference how good yer are, yer are Young 
Wild West’s heathen servants, an’ that’s jest ther reason 
you’ve got ter take a ride over ther rapids an’ waterfall in 
this boat. Yer ought ter feel highly honored fur gittin’ sich 
a chance as this. It are a fine boat that you in, an’ if it 
don’t upset or go ter piéces, you'll come out all right an’ drift 
right down to ther camp of your gang. Jest think how that 
would s’prise ’em when they seen yer comin’ through!” 

The villain gave a harsh laugh as he spoke, and as Gusher 
had finished his work of tying their victims’ ankles under 
the seats, he told the Chinamen to say their prayers. 

“This boat belonged ter a galoot named Bill Blossey,” he 
said, nodding at the unfortunates. “But he ain’t got no use 
fur a*boat, or anything else now, since he died with his boots 
on a week ago. He took a lot of trouble ter haul this boat 
up here with four mules, thinkin’ no one would find it, or 
think of lookin’ fur it above ther rapids. He allowed that 
he was going’ ter float down to ther Black River some day 
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with as much gold dust as ther blamed boat would carry, but | 
he got in a muss with me an’ went under. Ain’t that right, 
boys?” 

~ahat’s right!” answercd Gusher and the other villain. 

But the two frightened Celestials did net know what was 
bi ng said to them, so the villains were simply wasting their 
breath. 

the Sizzler must have come to this conclusion, for, pulling 
his knife from his belt, he cut the rope that held the boat 
to the shore and exclaimed: 

“Now, boys, shove ther boat off an’ let ther Chinamen go | 
down over ther rapids. Hooray!” 

Then it was that our three friends appeared before them. 

“Pull that boat ashore!” cried Young Wild West in ringing | 
tones. “The Chinamen don’t go over the rapids this day, you 
can bet!” 

“Ther undertaker is lookin’ fur you galoots!” added Chey- 
enne Charlie. 

. The villains were dismayed. 

Theif game had been spoiled. 


CHAPTER IX. 
THE CLAIM JUMPERS ARE PUT THROUGH AN ORDEAL. 


The three villains were so astonished when they heard the 
voice of Young Wild West that they involuntarily let go 
of the boat. 

But they had not started to push it off yet and it re- 
mained right where it was. 

“Pull that boat ashore!” again called out the dashing young 
dertshot. “Some one will die all of a sudden if you don’t!” 

Sam Smasher cast a quick glance at his men on the hank. 

He saw them backing toward the cave, and that plainly 
meant that they were afraid of Young Wild West and his 
partners. 

Gusher and the other felléw did not look anywhere but at 
tie boat before them. 

As the command rang out for the second time they seized 
the boat and pulled the bow upon the beach. 

Wild, Charlie and Jim had the villains covered. and they 
knew that they were dangerously close to death at that 
minute. 

“Oh, Misler Wild!” yelled Hop, in an ecstasy of delight; 
“me velly muchee glad you comee!” 


“Hip hi!” chimed in Wing; “me no die! Me goodee 
Chinee!” in 3 

“Cut them loose, you hounds!” said Wild. 

Just then a rifle shot rang out and a bullet whizzed past 
the head of our hero. 

Some one at the cave had taken a shot at him. 

“Get down below with the scoundrels, boys!” he exclaimed, 
and then he leaped down the bank and got between the Siz- 
zler and the villains in front of the cave, which was about 
two hundred feet away. 

Smasher was as pale as death. 

But he did not make a move to draw a weapon. 

“If you galoots fire another shot you will lose your leader, 
for I will shoot him!” shouted Wild to the men at the cave. 

There was no reply, but some of them sat down, just as 
though they were mere spectators and not interested one way 


or the other. 

Hop and Wing were now nearly sober. 

The fright faery had received, added to the rough handling, 
was quite enough to shake off the effects of the liquor they 
had swallowed. 

There were a couple of rifles lying on the shore, which be- 
longed to the claim jumpers, so Wild told the Chinamen to 
pick them up. : 

“Just fire a few shots at the crowd up there,” he said to 
them. “I don’t believe you can hit them, but I want to make 
them understand that we are running things here.” 

The Celestials picked up the rifles. 

They both knew how to fire them, but they were not much 
on hitting anything they shot at. 

Hop was the first to fire. a 

He dropped upon one knee and rested his elbow on’ the 
other when he fired. ` 

There was a yell when the report sounded and the men 
scattered for the cave, 


Bang! 

Wing let one go at them, and the bullet hit a smooth rock 
to the left of the fleeing group, and, glancing, lodged in the 
thigh of one of them. 

The villain uttered a cry of pain and dropped. 

Bang! Bang! : 

_ Both fired again, and then there were no more of the claim 
jumpers to be seen. 

The three Wild and his partners had captured stood with 
bowed heads. 

They were a meck-looking trio, and no mistake. 

Charlie and Jim had them covered, so Wild took occasion 
to look around the spot. 

His eyes finally rested upon the boat. 

It occurred to him that the boat could be used 
ishment to the scoundrels. 
fia rg the beach lay a pair of oars which no doubt belonged 

1t. 

“it is peculiar how a boat of that kind could get here 
above the falls, boys,” he said. “But no matter how it did 
get here, I am going to make these fellows get in it and 
have a little sail. If they understand how to row pretty well 
they can keep from being carried down the rapids. If they 
can’t they will have to go over, the same as they intended 
that Hop and Wing should.” y 


as a pun- 


“Hoolay!” cried Hop, dancing’ about and waving the rifle 
over his head. “Lat bully! Me likee see boat go outee! 
Hip hi! Hoolay!” 


The three claim jumpers looked at each other. 

They were still armed, as they had been when surprised, 
for Charlie and Jim had not taken their weapons from them. 

“J reckon that’s ther best thing ter do’ with ’em, Wild,” 
the scout said, shrugging his shoulders and looking ex- 
pectant. 

“Get in the boat!” commanded our hero. 

He was quite sure that the villains would be able to es- 
cape the rapids, but he knew they would have to work hard 
to prevent it. 

“Don’t make us git in ther boat,” pleaded the Sizzler, 
“Ain’t yer satisfied with what you’ve done ter us to-day? 
Let us off, won’t yer? We was only foolin’ with ther two 
heathens.” 

“I know just how you were fooling with them,” retorted 
Wild. “You would have been overjoyed if I had only been 
in the boat with them. You have sworn to kill me, and I 
know it. You have got to take your medicine, so that’s all 
there is to it. If your friends on the hill fire at us while this 
is going on we will begin shooting at you, and then you c: 
just bet that your carcasses will be riddled long before you 
go rushing through the rapids and over the falls.” 

Gusher knew something about a boat, so he picked up the 
oars and got in. 

The other man followed him. 

But the cowardice in the Sizzler prevailed, and down he 
dropped upon his knees. : 

He pleaded, but it was in vain. 

Charlie administered a good kick to him, and he got up in 
a hurry. X 

“If yowve got any sand in yer why don’t yer put up a 
fight?” he asked. “I’m jest itchin’ ter have a little: gun- 
play with yer.” 

But there was no:fight in the villain. 

When he had the upper hand it was all right, but other- 
wise he was worse than a little child. 

He feared Young Wild West and his partners so much 
that he would have been afraid to put his hand on his gun 
if their backs had been turned to him at that minute. 

Trembling like a leaf, he got into the boat. 

Gusher had the oars, for he was the coolest one of the 


ree. 

Wild seized the bow and gave the craft a push out into 
the stream. 

An eddy caught it and the bow swung around toward the 
roaring rapids before Gusher could prevent it. 

Then began a struggle. 

There was only one way for them to go to escape being 
sucked down to the rapids, and that was up the stream, 
against the current. \ 

Gusher got the boat around in a minute or two and then 
the strain began in earnest. 

Slowly he got the boat under a little headway. 

Wild and his partners started up the bank, followed closely 
by the two Chinamen, who kept the rifles they had picked 
up. 3 
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They got under the shelter of a rocky bank, and then the 
claim jumpers could not have hit them if they had fired a 
hundred shots from their present position. 

They watched the boat with no little interest. 

The further it got the easier it was to row. 

But Gusher was doing the best he could, and he would soon 
be exhausted. 

Great beads of perspiration stood out on his forehead. 

When our hero became satisfied that they were out of all 
danger he turned up the bank and started around for the 
camp. 

“Come on, boys!” he said. “I guess we'll go back now. We 
will let the miners know about this, and then those who left 
the gang of claim. jumpers can have something more to say 
about the cowardice of their former leader. Sam Smasher is 
the greatest four-flusher that ever assumed a leadership, 
and it is a wonder to me how it is that he managed to hold 
himself up so long.” 

“He is one of ther kind what'll shoot a galoot im ther back, 
Ireckon. Them never has any sand, yer know.” 

As Charlie said this. he gave a contemptuous glance at the 
boat and its occupants. 

Gusher was heading for a little point a couple of hundred 
yards above, and that. was the last our friends saw of them 
just then, for they got into the shrubbery that lined the hill- 
side and proceeded on their vay 

They kept out of range of those in the cave, for they did 
not want to be fired on from ambush, and soon got back to 
the camp below. 

The girls were anxiously awaiting them, and when they 
saw them they waved their handkerchiefs with joy. ; 

Hop and Wing had both lost their hats, but the former 
pulled out his big’ yellow handkerchief and gave an answer- 
ing wave. 

The girls were surprised to see Hop and Win, 
from that direction, for they had thought that 
surely at one of the places where liquor was sold. 

And that they were ba led and mussed up seemed 
strange to them. 

But Wild and his partners soon lained the whale thing 
to them, and then the girls declared that they were glad they 
had gone after the villains, and had been in time tosave 
the Chinamen. à 

“You would have seen thet two yaller galoots sailin’ dewn 
past here, I reckon, if ther boat had gone over ‘with ’em, 
an’ had stayed together,” Charlie remarked, with a grin. 

“Oh, they would never have lived through it!” his wife 
exclaimed, as she looked back at the waterfall. “They would 
Wave been killed by the rocks if they did not drown.” f 
poa is about the size of it, I guess,” said Young Wild 

es 

“One thing about it, I guess that the claim jumpers won’t 
bother Hop and Wing again,” remarked Jim Dart. “I rather 
think that their experience just now will make them have a 
horror of a Chinaman hereafter.” d ‘ 

“But they will be looking for revenge, just the same,” 
Arietta declared, shaking her blonde head decisively.. 

She had seen enough of such men to understand their 
nature pretty well. 

“What are yer goin’ ter do now, Wild?” the scout asked, as 
our hero picked up his rifle. z 

“I am going over to have a talk with Fisher and Martin 
and the other miners,” was the reply. . “I’ll take Hop and 
Wing along, just as they are, so they can all see them and 
hear them tell what the claim jumpers did to them. _ We need 
a few things from the store, anyhow, and they can fetch 
them back.” : ~ 
“Why can’t we all go, Wild?” spoke up Arietta. “There 
is a man over there who would no doubt watch the horses 
and camp for us. It is hardly likely that-the men you 
forced to go in the cave up there wil! come down here and 
bother anything. They won’t during daylight, anyhow.” 

“That is so, Fy was the retort. 

I suppose you want to take a look around. But there isn’t 
ieee to see, though.” $ 

“There is a store there, 
spoke Anna. 

“Well, come on, then.” 

Wild walked over to the 


coming 
ey were 


and I am in need of anew comb,” 


miner Arietta had spoken of. 


He was not more than four hundred feet from the camp, 
and he was busy washing dirt on the shore of the creek. 
He was pleased to be asked to look after the camp for 


them, and when he heard that the claim jumpers ha 
and taken refuge im a cave he put out his | an 
claimed: 4 Se ee a aS 


“Well, we'll all go, then. | the man. 


wes but a ; 
left ran ùp the Chipaman'y sleeve. 
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“Put her there, Young Wild West! I reckon I woeld have 
been about ther next one ter lose my claim, fur I’ve jest 
struck it putty thick, an’ ther Sizzler an’ his gang would 
have found it out in no time. I reckon yer jest come here 
in ther right time, as fur as I’m concerned.” 

“Well, we will stay here until the gang is wiped out, or 
forged to quit, and you can bet on that!” was the reply. 

‘A few minutes later all hands started to walk over to the 
business part of Sizzling Fork, and the miner stopped his 
work and watched them admiringly. 

He not only was pleased to look at the girls in their. gay- 
colored apparel, but he could not help admiring the hand- 
some young deadshot, who had been the means of making 
such a change in the mining camp. 

Wild and his friends found Fisher and Martin getting 
ready to work. 5 

They had fortified the shanty they occupied jointly, so if 
it came toa fight they would have a chance. 

Others were at work, too, but the most of them were cele- 
brating the departure of Sam Smasher and his gang by 
drinking tanglefoot. x p 

The three saloons were doing a, rushing business,.for the 
oreroysd miners were spending their money in a reckless 
style. 

When our friends walked up to the general store they were 
given a rousing cheer by the miners who saw them. i 

The rest came out of the saloon and joined in the cheering. 

The population of Sizzling Fork was not very large, as has 
been stated, but those who were there knew how to cheer 
when the proper time came to do it. 

The proper time was just then, so they seemed to think. 
wid. called as many of them together as he could get and 
told them how the claim jumpers had caught the two China- 
men, and what théy were going to do to them. 

Hop and Wing then became very popular. 


CHAPTER X. . 


4 
THE MINERS CELEBRATE: 


One of the first to come up and greet "Hop and Wing was 
the saloon keeper who had lost his money and bottle of 
whisky by throwing dice with Hop. ` ` Í 

“So they come mighty nigh finishin’ yer, did they?” he 
said, shaking hands with them. “Well, I’m glad they didn’t, 
’cause Į want yer ter come around ter my place ag’in. Pve 
made up my mind ter throw dice with yer ag’in, ’cause I tried 
my luck with a galoot after you’d gone, an’ Í won ten dollars 
in no time.” 

The remarks were addressed to Hop, of course, and when 
our hero heard them it was easy for Bim to guess what had 
been going on. 

“My friend,” said he, turning to the man, “if you take my 
advice you won’t throw dice with him. He can beat the man 
who invented dice-throwing.” 

Fg he won every time with me, I must say,” was the 
reply. 

“Of course, He is a sleight-of-hand performer. You 
mustn’t expect to beat one of them, you know.” © 

The saloon keeper looked surprised. : 

“A sleight-of-hand feller, say!” he gasped. “Why, he 
don’t look like nothin’ of that kind. He’s a simple Chinee.” 

“Only in looks. Why, II bet h a live snake out 
of your shirt front at this very Sh 
Th laug! 


“Don’t give me et pmo d like that,” he said. Cente” 
“Show him, Pop said Wild fs 


was feeling in just the 
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eggs he generally managed to carry and touched one of 
them off with a match. ; 

The miners had never seen anything like it before, though 
some of them had heard about them. 

Hop’s feats in magic soon got all the men who were idle 
around him. 

Some of them had been drinking altogether too much, and 
they were getting reckless. 

One of the men who had been in league with the claim 
jumpers turned from the Chinaman to the three girls, who 
were standing on the narrow stoop that ran across the front 
of the store. 

He, like many of his class, had an idea that he was a 
regular dandy, and that he was a great attraction for any 
one who wore petticoats. 

“Let’s have a dance!” he shouted. “Jinks, go an’ fetch 
out your fiddle.” 

The man called Jinks nodded and started for a shanty close 
to the store. 

While he was gone the drunken miner ogled the girls and 
otherwise made himself a nuisance. 

“Pm goin’ ter dance with you, my putty gal!” he ex- 
claimed, pointing his finger at Arietta. “A feller don’t often 
git ther chance ter dance with sich a fine-lookin’ she-male 
eritter as you!” 

“Well, you had better not get any such an idea as that in 
your head,” Arietta answered. “I am not going to dance just 
now, 

“Oh, yes, yer will!” he exclaimed. “This ain’t no place fur 
etterkitt, yer know. Elverybody is on friendly terms, an’ a 
dance won’t hurt yer a bit.” ‘ 

Wild heard the conversation, and, stepping over, he 
touched the miner on the arm and said: 

“There is no use in making any trouble, my friend. The 
young lady has told you that she don’t want to dance, so 
jet that be an end to it. You must not think that she would 
dance with you, for if she did she could not refuse any of 
the rest, and they would all want the privilege. Now just 
take it easy and dance with some man.” 

“All right, Young Wild West! If you say so, that’s jest 
what I'll do.” Ps ae 

The man appeared with ‘the fiddle just then, and a minute 
later he was sawing away ’at*a lively tune. 

The drunken miner got hold of a man who was in about 
the same condition as’ he was and the dirt was- kicked up at 
a great rate. 

“I thought yer was goin’ ter haye trouble with that galoot, 
Wild,” Cheyenne Charlie remarked, as he nodded at the 
dancing miner. i k 

“I thought so, too,” was the reply. “But he stopped right 
away when I spoke. A man gets reckless when he gets 
too much tanglefoot aboard, it seems, and it is a good idea 
to speak to them in a nice way at first. If that don’t do any 
good then iteis time to show that you mean business. I 
never like to have trouble with men that have been drink- 
ing.” 

Raise of the miners joined in the dancing now, and 
pretty soon Hop caught hold ef his brother and began swing- 
ing him around. 

Then the-fun began in earnest. 

There was a row of trees along the front of the store, so 
the sun could not shine down upon the jolly crowd, and the 
way they went at it was in the true style of the Wild West. 

Some of them got more reckless tham ever and began firing 
their revolvers. 2 

It was about this time that two of the Sizzler’s stanch 
ge Sek ay appeared on the scene. j 

ey had come down to try and influence some of the back- 
sliders to go to the cave with them and prepare for a war on 
the better element of the camp. 

It was not long before,Fisher came to Wild and apprised 
him of what was going on. 

“I guess this had better be stopped,” our hero said. 
“Where are the two men?” 

“Jest gone in ther saloon next door,” was the reply. 

“All right. Charlie, you must go in with Fisher and give 
the two galoots to understand that they have got to light out 
from here.” 

“All right,” exclaimed the scout, delighted at the chance. 
“I reckon Pll soon make ’em light out.” 

He followed Fisher into the saloon. 

The two men were there, talking earnestly to,three of the 
men who had deserted, 

Fisher pointed them out. 


Charlie walked right up to them. 

“Hello!” he exclaimed, slapping the nearest one on the 
shoulder. “How did Smasher an’ ther other two measly coy-, 
otes make out with ther boat?” 

_ The man addressed scowled when he saw who it was talk- 
ing to him. 

But he had seen enough of the scout to know that he was 
a dangerous man to fool with. 

“Oh, they got ashore,” he replied. 

“They did, hey?” 

“Yes, one of ’em was a mighty good hand with a boat, an’ 
he rowed her in all right. It was a putty good joke that 
you fellers played on ’em, wasn’t it?” 

“Well, if you galoots call that a joke I don’t know what 4 
real serious thing would be like!” exclaimed the scout. “But 
say! . What are you two galoots doin’ here? Don’t yer know 
that you ain’t wanted any longer in Sizzlin’ Fork? 

“I reckon we’ve got as much right here as you have,’ 
spoke up the other man, trying a little boldness to see how 
it would work. 

“Well, I reckon yer ain’t! You’ve come here ter try an 
git some of ther men ter jine your crowd, ain’t yer?” 

“Well, they don’t git me!” spoke up one of the miners the 
two had been talking to. “I’ve had enough of Sam Smasher. 
He’s no good! An’ any one as says he is ain’t no good, 
either.” ¥ 

“Well, I say he is all right,” retorted the man Charlie 
had first addressed. “If I kin have a square deal I'll lick yer, 
Dan Watts!” 

“Yer kin have a square deal all right,” spoke up the scout. 
“Jest git yourself in shape. Dan Watts, as yer call him, kia 
clean you up in no time, an’ I'll bet om it!” ` 

“No, he won’t!” pi - 

“Try it.” n 

Besides the scout and Fisher, the two claim jumpers and 
the three men they were trying to induce to go back with 
them were the only ones in the place. 

The fiddler had the rest interested outside. 
Charlie was always ready to look at a fight between tw 
men especially when one of them was an out-and-out scoun- 

rel. 


He wanted to see the man called Dan Watts whip the vil- 
lain, of course. 

And he had sized the two up quickly and come to the con- 
clusion that he could do it, too. 

“Git right in an’ fight it out!” he said. “Right here is as 
good a place as any. Ther landlord don’t care a blame, an’ 
I know it. He don’t care where his money cqmes from, 
whether it is from men who steal it or honest omes what 
work fur it. Let yourselves go!” 

Watts was more willing to fight than the claim jumper 
was. 

It was evident that he meant to stick to what he said when 
he declared that he was done with Sam Smasher. 

He edged his way up to the villain who had been trying to 
coax Bing from his decision and shot out his big right fist. 


Bi 

It caught him on the chin, and down went one of the com- 
mittee from the cave. 

But the other thought he had better take a hand in the 
game, so he pulled his knife from the sheath at his belt and 
struck at Watts. 

If the blow had landed where it was aimed it would have 
been all up with the miner. 

But Fisher was just near enough to seize the scoundrel’s 
arm and pushed it away. 


Then a stru; gle began in the saloon. 
Fisher held fast to the maa’s arm and dowa they weit 
to the floor. : 


The knife got turned somehow, and the weight of Fisher 
forced it into the breast of the claim jumper. 

The blade touched a vital spot, too, and when Fisher got 
up his assailant was dying on the floor. ; 

The other claim jumper no sooner saw what had happened 
when he made a bolt for the door. 

. But Charlie caught him before he got there. 

“You tell Sam Smasher that he’s got ter be out of Sizzlin’ 
Fork by sundown!” he said. “If he ain’t gone by that time 
lead is goin’ ter fly! This camp is goin’ ter be rum straigt- 
hereafter, an’ every man is goin’ ter have a square deal.” — 

The fellow nodded. 

He was thoroughly frightened now, and the moment Char- 
lie let go of him he started on a run. _ 

The two, who composed the committee from the cava, had 
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really succeeded in getting two men to go back with them 
pe Miey tackled the three the scout had found them talk- 
mg with. 

But they did not go, for when they saw that only one of 
the committee came out, and he on a run, they decided to 
stay in the camp and behave themselves. 

Meanwhile the fiddler kept at his work. 

The saloon men got together, and, though they had been 
enemies, they got in a jolly mood and began putting out 
whisky free to the crowd. 

Wild fags it best to get back to the camp. 

“Well,” said he, as-Charlie came up and reported what had 
occurred in the barroom, “I guess we'll go back now. When 
a crowd like this gets full of tanglefoot they are apt to start 
in fighting, The best thing is to let them finish their spree.” 

They all agreed that this was proper, and then they took 
the chance to walk off and leave the howling, shouting mob. 

As they neared their camp they found that no one was 
watching: it. b 

The miner who had promised to keep an eye on things had 
no doubt heard the music and shouting and had become 
unable to stand it any longer. 

Wild did not notice that anything was wrong until he 
leoked over where the horses had been tied along the bank 
of the creek. 

They were all gone, even. to the pack-horses. 

Our hero was surprised. 

At first he nought that they had strayed off, having 
broken the lariats, but he knew better than that, and the 
next instant it flashed upon his mind that the claim jumpers 
had been there. : 

Seizing his rifle, the dashing young deadshot started to 
climb a neighboring tree. 

“T am going to have Spitfire if he is in sight!” he ex- 
claimed. “I will soon get the rest after that!” 


CHAPTER XI. 
WILD AND HIS PARTNERS GET THE HORSES. 


Young Wild West went up that tree faster than he had 
ever climbed one in his life before. 

When he got hold of the lowest limb it was easy, for there 
were plenty of them for him to seize and go on up. 

A ae more than half way up he paused and looked 
around, + ; 

He could see the top of the hill, where the cave was lo- 
ested, quite plainly, and, much to his satisfaction, he saw 
the stolen horses standing in front of it. 

He quickly counted thirteen men there too, and that made 
it right, since one of the villains had died in the struggle 
with Fisher at the saloon. 


The boy came down the tree in a hurry. 

“I see the horses!” he exclaimed. “They are in front of 
the cave of the claim jumpers. They have not gone away 
yet. Come, boys, we must get there in time.” 

Charlie and Jim were ready. 

They started after the dashing young deadshot in a jiffy. 

The three went on a quick jog, for they wanted to get to 
the cave as quickly as possible. 

There happened to be a string of trees and tall under- 
growth along the bank of the creek,.so they were able to 

. keep out of view of the claim jumpers. 

Wild and his partners were not many minutes in reaching 
a spot from which they could see what was going on in front 
of the cave. 

The villain$ were still there, and so were the horses. 

Then they saw what they were up to. 

They were trying to arrange a stable in the cave, and 
were cutting saplings to divide the stalls. : 

“I reckon they mean ter stay here a while,” the scout said 
in a whisper. “Well, that’s better than if they’d dug right 
out with our horses, anyhow. We'll fix ther galoots putty 
soon.” * Á 

The next minute Wild stepped from behind a tree and ex- 
claimed: 

“Hands up, you scoundrels!” $ 

The command rang out with startling distinctness, and as 
the claim jumpers were not expecting anything of the kind 
they were astonished. i $ 

“Turn those horses loose, or lead will fly!” Wild shouted. 


„He had a revolver in each hand, and one of them was 
aimed directly at the breast of Sam Smasher. 

x Thè leader of the claim jumpers promptly held: up his 
ands. 

He was not going to risk having a shot fired at him by the 
Champion Deadshot of the West. ` 

But he had men who were more brave than he was. 

One of them was the villain called Gusher. 

Instead of obeying, the fellow dropped to the ground and 
got behind a big stone. 

Crack! crack! 

He fired two shots with his revolver, and our friends heard 
the hum of the bullets as they passed their heads, danger- 
ously close. 

Crack! 

Jim Dart fired and hit the arm of the scoundrel. 

Gusher uttered a yell and fell back. 

Though his head and body had been shielded by the rock, 
his arm had to be exposed when he fired, and Jim had fired 
true to the mark. O 

“Turn those horses loose, or I will put a bullet through 
your heart, Sam Smasher!” 


Once more Young Wild West uttered the command. 

The Sizzler looked at our friends in a helpless way. 

“If I move you'll: shoot,” he faltered. 

“All right; stand right still, then.” 

Then our hero said to Dart: 

“Jim, go and untie the horses and lead them out. If any 
of the cowardly galoots make a move to interfere with vou 
I'll shoot the Sizzler dead, and then we'll strike in and see 
how many of the rest we can drop. This is either going 
to be a quiet time or a shooting match, and if it is a shooting 
match [’ll guarantee I’ll drop six men in six shots!” 

Dart stepped up and untied Wild’s sorrel stallion first of 


| all. 


A whistle from Wild brought the intelligent animal to 


im. . 

The villains had put the saddles and bridles on the horses 
when they took them, all but the two pack-horses. 

They had been unable to find the bridles they used, for 
Hop Wah had stowed them away with the packs. 

They simply had halters on them. 

Jim got all the horses away from the villains, and when 
they had been led in the bushes behind where Wild and 
Charlie were standing, our hero exclaimed: 

“Now, Sam Smasher, I give you just thirty minutes to get 
out of Sizzling Fork! Do you hear what I say?” 

“I reckon that ain’t a square deal, Young Wild West,” was 
the reply. “This are a free country, an’ I don’t see why we 
ain’t got as much right here as any one else. Another thing, 
ther most of us has got claims, an’ yer ought ter give us a 
chance ter sell out.” 

“You haven’t got as many claims as you had before we 
came, though. I don’t believe the whole lot of you can prove 
the title to more than three claims. You jumped claims 
that you thought were all right, and you have been living 
off the proceeds. It is done now, though. You have either 
got to leave or be cleaned out. TIl give you just thirty min- 
utes, and if you have not gone in that time you will be 
called to account for stealing our horses. You know what 
that»means. If you surrender you will be hanged, and if 
you don’t surrender you will be shot. You can take your 
choice.” : 

So saying, Young Wild West stepped back out of view.. 

Charlie followed, and then they mounted their own horses, 
and with the halters of the others in their hands they started 
back for the camp at a walk. 

They had not gone more than a hundred yards when the 
report of a rifle sounded and one of the pack-horses reared 
and then fell to the ground, shot through the head. 

“That is pretty good,” exclaimed Wild, slipping from the 
saddle as quick as a flash. “Boys, go on with the horses. I 
am going to fool those fellows. You can get a bunch of the 
miners and hurry back to see the finish.” 

With that, the young deadshot darted into the shrubbery. 

Charlie and Jim put the horses to a gallop and made for 
the camp. : 

No more shots were fired by the claim jumpers and they 
got there in short order. ; 

“Where is Wild?” asked Arietta, turning slightly pale 
when she saw her dashing young lover was not with them. 

“He went back ter catch ther galoots nappin’,” answered 
the scout. “We got ther drop on ’em an’ got ther horses all 
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right; but as we was comin’ away one of ’em fired a shot an’ 
killed one of ther pack-horses. That made Wild mad, an’ 
he slid off from Spitfire’s back an’ told us ter come on, an’ 
git some of ther miners to come an’ see ther finish. It has 
been a hot time with ther claim jumpers, but I reckon ther 
hottest part of it is ter come now.” 

“Where is Hop?” Jim asked, as he looked around the camp 
and saw that he was not there. 

“Why, I don’t know,” answered Arietta, 
before you come. 
over there, asleep.” 

“Yes, I guess he had a little too much excitement this 
morning, Te is trying to sleep off the effects.” 

3 “I reckon ther galoot has gone over ter jine in ther fun 
t's goin’ on,” spoke up Charlie. “PIL jest run over there 
an’ tell some of ther miners what Wild said. We must git 
up there putty quick, too, ‘cause it may be that Wild gets 
inter trouble with ther claim jumpers.” A 

Charlie hastened off. 

He got to the placgywhere the fiddler was still making it 
lively for the miners, but saw nothing of Hop. 

Then he dove into the first saloon. 

Standing at the bar engaged in throwing dice with the pro- 
prietor, was the Chinaman, as large as life. 

He had just got there, and he had accepted the saloon 
keeper’s invitation to gamble again. x 
In spite of what Wild had told the man, he wanted to try 
for satisfaction. 

Hop worked the same game as before on him, and just as 
Charlie came in he rolled out three sixes against fifteen that 
the proprietor had thrown. 

They were throwing for ten dollars a side, too. 

The scout did not interrupt the game. 
gae had found where Hop was, and that was enough just 

en. ; 

He went out and quickly told Fisher and Martin about 
the claim jumpers, and what Wild had said. 

The two miners hastened to get a dozen of the more sob 
ones in the crowd together. 

Then they started for the cave near the waterfall. 

As soon as Charlie saw them going he went into the saloon 


S : a. He was here just 
There is Wing leaning against the tree 


er 


again. 
“Come on, yer measly heathen!” he exclaimed. “Wild is 
up among the claim jumpers, fightin’ em all alone. You git 


back ter ther camp an’ keep a watch on things.” 

Hop had just won another ten dollars, but he knew that 
the scout meant business. 

“Havee lillee dlink, Misler Charlie,” he said; “len me go 
light away, allee samee putty quickee.” 

“Light out fur ther camp, or I'll put a row of button- 
holes down your back with my six-shooter!” he exclaimed. 

Hop knew very well he would not do that, but he had felt 
a kick from the scout so often that he made up his mind to 
hurry hack to the camp. 

Charlie followed him, and, calling Jim, he set out for the! 
cave. 

The miners had got there by this time, and just as the two 
started on a run they heard several shots fired. 

“Ther real hot time has come!” exclaimed the scout. “We 
want ter have a hand in this, Jim. Hurry!” 

Then the two increased their speed and rapidly neared the 
scene of the shooting. s 


CHAPTER XI. , 
CONCLUSION. 


Young Wild West had suddenly become possessed of the 
idea that he could fix up something that would cause the 
defeat of the claim jumpers without waiting for help. 

That was why he had leaped from the back of his horse 
and told his partners to go on. 

He made his way back as fast as he dared go, keeping 
well under the cover of the trees and undergrowth. 

When he had to cross an open spot he would get down 
close to the ground and crawl. 

Gradually he neared the cave. 

He could hear the voices of the men as they talked in low 
tones, and he knew that they were very much discomfited 
over what had happened. ` $ 

He could tell that by the tones of voices. 

It was Wild’s idea to get right into the cave if he could. 


When he was within a dozen yards of its mouth he saw 
that nearly all the villains were gathered there. 

He noticed that they were casting glances upward, so he 
allowed his eyes to turn that way. 

One of the claim jumpers had ascended a tree and he was 
taking in a view of the surrounding country. 

Young Wild West could not help smiling. 

He knew for a certainty now that his approach had been 
observed, ' 

“Where did they go, Bill?” he heard Sam Smasher ask. 

“Straight to ther camp,” came from the man in the tree, 

“Kin yer see ther camp from there?” 

“No; it’s hid by a lot of trees. But I seen ther galoots go 
right there with ther horses.” 

“Well, ther next place they will be goin’ will be after 
ther men what are havin’ sich a high old time over ther, I 
reckon. Then we kin look out fur a hot time.” 

“T reckon so,” spoke up one of the other men. “Young 
Wild West. has got ther whole gang sot ag’in us, an’ they'll 
stick at it till they git us now. Ther chances is we'll all be 
hung fur stealin’ them horses.” ; 

“No, we won’t,” retorted the Sizzler. “We’ll lay low here, 
an’ when we git ther chance we'll pick off Young Wild West 
an’ his pards. Then them what quit us will be glad ter come 
back ag’in, cause they’ll know I’m ther boss of Sizzlin’ Fork 
ag’in. 

“That’s right, Sam,” remarked Gusher, as he came out of 
the cave, his arm in a sling. “I’ve got somethin’ that will 
last me a month, I reckon an’ if Young Wild West ain’t 
killed I know ther blamed wrist will pain me jest about 
double. I don’t think it was him what fired ther shot what 
hit my wrist, but it was one of his pards, an’ that’s’ jest 
ther same.” 

“Of course it’s jest ther same, Gusher. You’ve been 
winged by one of ’em, an’ one of ther boys went under by 
Fisher puttin’ his own knife in him. Weve lost one man, 
an’ I don’t mean that we will lose any more, either.” 

“We don’t want ter!” and Gusher spoke emphatically. 

“Well, there’s one thing sartin,” the Sizzler continued, 
“we kin hold this cave ag’in that gang as long as we want 
ter. They don’t dare ter rush in on us, fur that would give 
us jest ther show we wanted. We could mow ther whole 
business of ’em down in no time.” 

The men nodded at this, and then it was that our hero 
smiled again. 

“Tf I can only manage to get into that cave I guess vou’ll 
find out that you won’t hold it long against any. one,” he 
thought. “I wonder if that crack over there don’t lead in- 
side it?” 

He was looking at a narrow split in the rock, just around 
a corner of it, and about ten feet from the edge of the mouth 
on that side. j 

Wild knew he could get to the spot quite easily. 

He decided to try it. 

Watching his chance, he moved cautiously through the 
bushes for the crack in the rocky wall. 

He got there without being observed by the claim jumpers. 

Much to his satisfaction, he found that the crack extended 
far into the rock. : 

Then he pushed into it, for it was amply wide enough to 
admit him. 

Wild found that the little passage turned the way it should 
in order to come out in the cave, so he moved along, and, as 
he turned a sharp corner, saw light ahead. 

One minute later he was looking into the cave. * 

He could see three or four of the men sitting down in 
front of it, and some inside it, and none of them were more 
than thirty feet from him. 

“I guess I’ll fix you fellows now,” he muttered. “But PI 
give Charlie a chance to get here with the miners before I 
do anything. It seems that you galoots haven’t made much 
of an examination of your quarters, or you would be on the 
lookout around the split in the rock.” . 

Wild sat down in an easy position and waited to hear the 
approach of his partners and the miners. 

But he was not left to sit that way long. 

Suddenly he heard one of the men call out that a crowd of 

dozen or more men were heading that way from the min- 
camp. 

Then they all came in the 

stones up before the mouth. 

They were making a barricade. 


a 
in 
i cave and began rolling big 
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One of them came to the back part of the cave, and as 
there was a boulder right where Wild was crouching he 
moved over toward it in the semi-darkness. 

“Give me a lift with this one, boys,” he called out, and 
then two more of them came over. = 

Wild quietly drew back in the narrow passage. 

The men came over and proceeded to roll the stone to the 
mouth of the cave. 

“I wonder where that openin’ goes?” said one, pausing 
in ‘his work. 

“Nowheres, I reckon,” answered the fellow who had called 
for help, 

“It might go outside yer know. If it does it would be a 
good chance fur us ter git out, if we had ter run fur our 
lives. We could git away an’ fool ther galoots then.” 

Wild drew further back into the passage. 

But the man came on, and next moment he was almost 
upon him. 

Our hero stood up behind an angle of the rock. 

As the man came close to him he shot out his right fist and 
caught him between the eyes. 

As he staggered back Wild leaped forward and caught him 
by the throat and shut off the cry that was about come 
from his lips. 

Drawing his revolver, he placed the muzzle against the 
startled claim jumper’s forehead and held him in a vise-like 


p. 

A quick pressure of the revolver against his forehead 
caused the villain to cease his struggles. 

Then Wild disarmed him in a hTM 

“Sit down,” he said in a low whisper. 

The claim jomyer obeyed. 

A minute later a voice from the cave called out: 

“Where-have yer 

“Tell them you'll 


one ter, Dan?” 

e right back, and that you have found 
the end of the passage,” said Wild. “If you don’t I'll blow 
ithe top of your head off!” 

There was nothing for him to do but to obey so Dan, as he 
had been called, hastened to do so. 

“Well, come on out an’ give us a lift then. Sam says ther 
galoots is comin’ up here on a run now,” came from the man 
who had called out. 

“I'm comin’,” Wild’s prisoner answered. - 

Our hero now forced him to get up and walk out through 
the passage. 

He took a cord from his pocket and -bade him hold his 
hands behind him. 

But just then the villain became desperate and he made a 
bolt out of the narrow passage. 

In his excitement he did not know which way to turn, and 
when our hero saw that he was running away from the cave, 
instead of around to it, he let him go. 

Just then the miners Cheyenne Charlie had sent to the 
scene came in view. 

The frightened claim jumper ran right into 
before he really knew where he was going. 

Then the dashing young deadshot darted back through the 
passage, 

He had barely got to the back of the cave whem the vil- 
lains fired a volley at the approaching miners. 

A fierce yell sounded then and revolvers and rifles began 
cracking from both sides. . 

Wild thought it about time foy him to interfere, 


midst 


gF LOOK! LOOK! 


Stepping out into the view of the claim jumpers, who were 
crouching behind the boulders and rocks they had rolled to 
the entrance of the cave, he exclaimed in a ringing voice: 

“The jig is up! Surrender, or be shot dead where you 
are!” 

Terror seized hold of the villains. 

Some of them rushed out of the cave, only to be shot down 
by ‘as miners, and others dropped their weapons and threw 
up their hands. i; 

Young Wild West had them dead to rights, and with a 
smile on his handsome face, he stood there covering the 
Sizzler with one revolver and swinging the other back and 
forth, so it covered all of them. 

“Come in and take them prisoners, boys!” shouted the dash- 
ing young deadshot. “Ihave got them!” i 

e next minute the miners came rushing into the cave. 

As they came in the claim jumpers who remained alive 
begged for mercy. = SES a 

Cheyenne Charlie and Jim Dart barely arrived in time ‘to 
see the finish. 

Only one of the miners had been hit by the volley, and 
he was not dangerously hurt. i ae 

“Well, Wild, I reckon ther hot time with ther claim jump- 
ers is about over,” observed the scout as they were walking 
back with the miners and their prisoners. 

“Yes,” was the reply. “I suppose there will be some lynch- 
ing done now, but that is none of our business. The miners 
have decided that none of the Sizzler’s gang can live in 
Sizzling Fork, and that means that they are going to dispose 
of them in the customary way.” 

There is no use in dwelling on the scene that followed the 
capture of the villains. : : 

Young Wild West and his partners did not believe in lynch- 
ing, but it was not their business to interfere, after what had 
happened. é 

When it was all over, and the miners had tired of cele- 
brating, darkness had come on. eee 

The next day things started up on a new scale at Sizzling 
Fork. : 

Wild and his friends remained there a few days, and in 
that time a claim was staked out in Arietta’s name. 

Later it was sold for a good price, so that ends the story 
of “Young Wild West at Sizzling Fork.” 


Next week’s issue will contain “YOUNG WILD WEST 
AND ‘BIG BUFFALO’; OR, ARIETTA AT THE STAKE.” 


` 


ma~ SPECIAL NOTICE “3am 

Please give your newsdealer a standing order for 
your weekly copy of “WILD WEST WEEKLY.” The 
War Industries Board has asked all publishers to 
Bave waste. Newsdealers must, therefore, be in- 
formed if you intend to get a copy of this weekly 
every week, so they will know how many copies to 
order from us. 
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LOOK! -u 


Exciting Detective Stories in Every Number 


“MYSTERY 


48 PAGES OF READING 
HANDSOME COLORED COVERS 


MAGAZINE” 


PRICE TEN CENTS PER COPY 
FOR SALE AT ALL NBWS DEALERS 


The greatest detective stories ever written are now being published in “MYSTERY MAGAZINE,” 


out semi-monthly. Don’t fail to get a copy of this splendid publication, for besides the big feature de- 
tective story, it also contains a large number of short stories and interesting articles, and all kinds 
of other matter that would be of special interest to young and old. It is the only real detective story 
magazine of its kind on the market. When you have read it, be sure to tell all your friends about it, for 


there are uo detective stories that can equal the ones in this magazine 
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HELP YOUR COUNTRY! 


NEW PUBLICITY SYSTEM. 

A new “week-to-week”’ system of reporting results 
obtained in the Children’s Year Campaign has re- 
cently been put into operation by the Child Con- 
servation Section, Field Division, of the Council of 
National Defense. Under this system information 
from all sections of the country is gathered and sent 
out again to the various States and cities in order to 
familiarize them with the work of other com- 
munities. $ 

The effect of the movement has been to stimulate 
the child welfare efforts of the local and State com- 
mittees—the unquenchable spirit of community com- 
petition spurring such committees on to renewed 
endeavor in the important work of conserving the 
child power of the country. 


GOVERNMENT DEMANDS PROPER WORKING 
CONDITIONS. 

In the era of industry that is to follow the war 
women as an economic factor are to be considered as 
never before. In the old tasks the Government de- 
mands that they shall have proper working condi- 
tions, and in the new occupations that they shall be 
introduced on the right basis. 

‘This policy stated clearly in regard to wartime 
problems by the Secretary of Labor will hold good 
during the reconstruction period. In his annual re- 
port the Secretary says: 

“Women’s work must be made more healthful and 
more productive by the establishment of better con- 
ditions in their accustomed work, and the conditions 
of their employment in new occupations must be de- 
termined and established on the right basis. All 
this must be accomplished without lowering stan- 
dards already attained.” 


DECREASE IN INFANT MORTALITY. 


Milwaukee offers herself as a living proof of the 
truth of the assertion that as intelligence in the care 
of young children increases the death rate invariably 
decreases. 

Six years ago this city established a municipal 
health bureau, and for two years previous to that she 
has systematically compiled and kept her infant mor- 
tality figures. 

According to these figures the mortality of infants 
under one year of age was in 1912 25 per cent. of all 
the deaths occurring in the city. In 1917 it was only 
20 per cent. This substantial decrease is attributed 
to the fine child welfare work carried on by the local 
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committee. The establishment of health clinics for 
sick children, and of municipal Keepwell Health Cen- 
ters, where well children are taken for advice as to 
how to keep well, have brought good results. The 
pre-natal clinics for mothers, where intelligent 
hygiene for motherhood is taught, have also been 
found of great value in helping to reduce the number 
of babies who die in the first month of their existenee 
on account of the lack of proper pre-natal attention. 


TO FIND RIGHT PLACES FOR YOUNG. .> 
WORKERS. ae 

For the 14 per cent. of the workers of this coun- 
try who are between the ages of 16 and 21 the U.S. 
Employment Service, Department of Labor, is or- 
ganizing a Junior Section. 

During the war period the placement of workers 
under 21 was carried on extensively, but under the 
pressure of expanding the Service from 90 to 900 
offices it was impossible to give adequate attention 
to the peculiar needs of the younger workers. How- 
ever, in several of the large cities special junior 
placement branches have been developed, and these 
will now be continued under the general policies of 
the Federal Service, 

Two specialists have been appointed to organize 
and direct the work of the Junior Section. These 
are: Jesse B. Davis, principal of Central High 
School, Grarid Rapids, Mich., who has made a thor- 
ough survey of industrial conditions recently and 
has had practical experience in vocational guidance, 
and Mrs. Anna Y. Reed of Seattle, Wash., who has 
had experience in teaching, industrial work and bus- 
iness management. i; 

I e placement of the young workers, who, ac- 
cording to the census of 1910, equal the total number 
of productive workers between 21 and 44, can þe 
handled wisely for five years, it is believed that one 
of the most serious problems now confronting the 
Service will be solved. The last census showed that, 
in comparison with the women workers over 21, girls 
were employed in the surprising ratio of 8 to 5. 

The counselors employed in the Junior Sectign 
may be part time or full time workers. The right 
person is the main consideration. These counselors 
of young applicants must know the industrial 
demands of their communities and must be 
familiar with the educational facilities. They must 
be skillful in handling young workers. It is planned 
to employ for the boys’ work specialists who under- 
stand the peculiar needs of juvenile applicants, and 
for the girls the counselors will be women of wide 
experience. It is believed that for both sexes the 
best balanced guidance and placement may be 
assured. 
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STANDING BY HIS CHUM 


as 


THE SCHOOLBOYS OF RICHLAND HALL 


By DICK ELLISON 


(A SERIAL STORY) 


CHAPTER XI (Continued). 


“See what’s the matter, Dutton, will you!” growl- 
ed Jack, who had all he could do to manage tiller 
and sail. 

“There’s Reggie Van Don’s yacht again!” cried 
Jennie. “If we are going to sink we better signal 
him to come to the rescue. Do you suppose he 
would?” 

“Indeed and he would be only too glad if he knows 
that Neil is aboard here!” laughed Fanny, “and I 
have no doubt he does.” 

Meanwhile Dick had crawled in under the deck 
forward, for from this direction the water appeared 
to come. 

He came out again, looking white and scared. 

“Tt is very serious, Jack!” he exclaimed. “One of 
the planks seems to have pulled away. The water 
is coming in to beat the band!” t 

“Bail! Bail!” cried Jack. 

A sharp flash of lightning, followed by a terrific 
thunder clap, did not help matters any. 

They could see it raining in the distance 

The girls had been obliged to climb to the little 
deck forward. 

Dick started to bail, Joe to look for something 
which would hold water so as to help, but nothing 
was to be found. 

Jack was furious. 

He inwardly vowed that this would be the finish 
of the old Ruby. He would never sail her again. 

“It won’t do, Lane,” cried Dick, after a few min- 
utes., “The water is rushing in ten times as fast 
as I can bail it out, for the sake of the girls I think 
you really ought to run up a danger signal. See, 
Reggie is bearing down upon us now. He'll be 
sure to come. 

‘Do it!” said Jack. Dick. promptly reversed the 
flag, at the same time waving his hat in the direc- 
tion of the yacht. 

Reggie got busy at once. 

They could see him jumping about. 

Suddenly a shot from the little brass cannon for- 
ward rang out, and the yacht turning, came bear- 
ing down upon them. 

“Here he comes!” cried, Dick. 
the rescue all right, all right! » 


“Its Reggie to 


CHAPTER XII. 


OUT OF THE FRYING PAN INTO THE FIRE. 


It was just as matters had reached the crisis de- 
scribed at the close of the previous chapter that Sam 
Sloan was again addressed by the man in the little 
turret which had suddenly popped out of the mys- 
terious submarine. 

“What are you doing there?” he shouted. 

“Trying to keep alive!’ cried Sam. Those men 
mean to kill me. I jumped into the water, and was 
swimming for the shore. This thing came up under 
me, and here I am.” 

“Nonsense! Why should they want’ to kill you? 
If you can swim ashore, get off and do it.” 

“They'll shoot me sure. I don’t know whether I 
can make the shore or not, but I can try, Mr. Fish- 
ton.” 

Jack had recognized the man in the turret now, 
and he called him by name. 

“Hah!” cried Fishton. “Why, you are the boy 
who. fixed my automobile.” 

“Yes, sir. I’m one of Dr. Richland’s boys—Sam 
Sloon.” 

“Come in here!” called Fishton, extending his hand. 

“Catch hold of my hand and come in here, Sam 
Sloan. You can get through.” 

Sam decided on the spur of the moment to accept 
the invitation. 

He had grown so nervous with it all that he had 
lost confidence in himself. He did not feel certain 
that he could swim ashore. 

Meanwhile the Russian boat was being rapidly 
pulled towards the man-of-war. 

Doubtless the officers were as well scared as the 
men, and fancied that they had run into some tor- 
pedo who was about to destroy them. 

Sam wriggled towards the window, supporting 
himself on the rounding, slippery top of the sub- 
marine as best he could. 

As soon as he came within reach of Mr. Fishton’s 
hand his own was seized and he was dragged in 
through the window. 

Catch hold of that bar and brace yourself,” said 
Fishton. “Let your feet fall.” 

Sam obeyed, and in a minute was standing beside 
the lawyer. 
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“Now for an instant we shall be in darkness,” 
said Fishton. “Stand still.” 

He pulled a handle, and the light was shut off. 

Sam felt the floor sinking and carrying them down. 

Suddenly it struck with a bump and an electric 
light flashed up again. 

Fishton stood by his side, and before them was a 
little door. 

“Follow me,” he said. 

He opened the door, and Sam followed him into a 
tiny cabin which, small as it was, carried everything 
needed to make one man comfortable. 

The lawyer pressed a button and a bell rang 
sharply. 

Then Sam heard the grinding of an engine. 

They had started, it seemed. 

The strange craft seemed to move along very 
smoothly. 

Sam stood taking in his surroundings, not know- 
ing what to do or say. 

For a few minutes Mr. Fishton watched him from 
under his shaggy. eyebrows. 

“Sit down,” he then said, “and-at the same time 
sat down himself. 

Sam dropped into a chair. 

So you are the boy who fixed my automobile,” re- 
peated the lawyer. “You showed yourself very han- | 
dy with tools on that occasion, young man.” 

“I love to work with tools, sir.” 

“And you know all about electricity ?” 

“Tt has always been my hobby.” 

“H’m! yes. You are well posted in it, I suppose? | 
You have not answered my question yet.” | 

“I have given it a great deal of attention, sir. I 
don’t claim to know all about it, of course.” 

“No, tio! Certainly not. You would be.a fool if 
you did. No man can know that. Why, when you 
stop to think about it, no man knows what electricity 
ig: : 
“That is so, neither they do. But I must thank 
you for having saved my life tonight, Mr. Fishton. 
I »” 


“Wait,” interrupted the lawyer. “What do you 
think of my submarine boat?” 

“Why, I think it very wonderful, sir. I have read 
about such things, but I was not aware that anyone 
had brought a submarine to this point of perfection.” | 

“Oh, this is nothing. This is only the beginning. 
I—but excuse me. A man must not talk shop to his, 
guest. You must tell me about yourself. Do you 
mean to tell me that those men in the boat were from 
that Russian man-of-war, which lies off Castle 
Point?” 

Yes, sir.” 

“And how did you come to get in with them?” 

“They chloroformed me and carried me away out 
-of my bed.” 

“Now, now, my boy! Don’t attempt to jam any 
such weird tale as that down my throat.” 


“Tt is true, sir. 
“But why should they attempt to kidnap one of 
Dr. Richland’s school boys. The idea is absurd.” 
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: one felt that he owed it to his preserver to tell the 
Tu 

“The fact is, sir, Tama Russian,” he replied. “My 
father was the Count Yrriatska. He got into trou- 
ble with the Russian Goverment and was sent to 
Siberia, where he died. My mother, fearing that my 
father’s enemies would try to make way with me, 
came to America. She always warned me against 
the Russians. This man-of-war came, and one of 
the officers saw me in a boat. I suppose he was one 
of those who wanted to capture me. Anyhow they 
did capture me to-night.” 

“And you were identified by that singular bit or 
tattooing on your forehead, I presume.” 

“I suppose so, sir.” 

“What does it indicate?” 

“It is a star, sir. I don’t know what it means, but 
every Count Yrriatska has been so marked for hun- 
dreds of years.” 

“And you claim to be the Count Yrriatska?” 

Sam drew himself proudly. 

“J am the Count Yrriatska,” he said. “But this 
is a secret. You are the only person, except Dr. 
Richland, who knows.” 

“I will keep your secret. But if you area Russian, 
how can your name be Sloan?” 

“My family name is Slonsky, Mr. Fishton.” 

“Oh, yes, I see. You changed it to Sloan. This is 
all very interesting. But we have stopped, I suppose, 
you perceive.’ 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Know where we are?” 

“Under water. H 

“Of course, of course; but we won’t bein a mo- 
ment. We are at the Van Dorn place now.” 

“That is close enough to home for me.” 

“So, Master Count, since you have discovered 
my secret, which it has been my aim to conceal from 
everybody, do you think I am going to let you go so 
easily? Hardy. That would never do.” i 

Sam began to sit up and-pay attention. 

“Young man,” replied Mr. Fishton, “I mean just 
what I say. You will have to remain my guest. for 
a time, at least until I am assured that you will not 
betray my secret.” 

“Sir! In other ‘words, your prisoner!” 

“Put it that way if you like. But you shall not be 
idle, count. Oh, no! -You shall teach me what you 
know about electricity. Come, don’t look so seared. 
I am not an ogre. I don’t propose to eat you, my 
boy. On the contrary, you will be well paid.” 

Sam listened in dismay. 

He had jumped out of the frying pan into the five, 
it seemed. 


- 


Reggie Van Dorn did the rescue act all right, or 
rather the yacht captain did it for him. 

The Petrel was run up alongside of the Ruby, and 
the Richland Hall boys, with their lady friends, were 
assisted on board just as the full forte of the thunder- 
storm broke. 4i 

(To be continued.) 
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CURRENT NEWS | 


CAN WHALES IN CANADA. . 

Vancouver, B. C., Nov. 26.—Whale canning is 
Canada’s most flourishing infant industry. A 
whalery in British Columbia has packed about 
30,000 cases of whale meat in neat tin cans for this 
winter’s consumption. P 

Whales taken near this coast yiela from three to 
twelve tons of prime whale meat, the whalers say. 
Boston at present is the best customer for frozen 
fresh whale. RC 


HAD $21,000; DIED AS PAUPER. 

Letters of administration which it was announced 
yesterday have been issued to Miss Mary Kelley of 
Yorktown, disclosed that although her father, James 
Kelley, died in an almshouse where he was an inmate 
he was worth $21,000.. Edgar L. Ryder of Ossining, 
the daughter’s attorney, got Surrogate William 
Sawyer of Westchester county to name her admin- 
istratrix. . 

His two children, Mary and Charles Kelley, a sol- 
dier now in France, were unaware their father had 
bank books calling for such a sum secreted in his 
effects at the almshouse. 


A NEW PARACHUTE FOR AIRMEN. 

Not long since a German airman landed behiiid 
the American line in France, after escaping from 
his airplane by means of a parachute. It appears 
that the enemy airmen make use of special silk) 
parachutes of a more delicate and accurate construc-! 
tion than those employed by balloon observers. The! 
aviator, says the Scientific American, sits on the 
folded parachute as on a cushion until he wishes to 
use it. Then he guides his plane upward until it 
stalls, and jumps clear of the fuselage. It is re- 
ported that the German parachute arrangement 
leaves little to be desired. 


FOUR BROTHERS IN SAME BATTLE. 

Four Reno, Nev., brothers—William, Lyle, Goldin 
and Samuel McInnis—all left this State for army 
service during the same month last winter, fought in 
the same battles and all will return without injury. 
This is the announcement made here. 

Samuel was gassed but has recovered, and a letter 
received by their mother, Mrs. Lisle Jamison, puts to 
rest romors that any of the others had been injured 
in the desperate fighting around Sedan.. Samuel 
was in the engineer corps and the others were mem- 
bers of a machine gun squad in the same regiment. 
All were in the 91st Division. 


FIXED CUCKOO CLOCK. 
John C. Wagner, a jeweler, has the distinction of 
being the first Indianian to naturalize the bird in a 


“Cockoo Clock Made in Germany.” Immediately 
after the war was declared, when his son enlisted in 
Battery E, 150th Field Artillery, Mr. Wagner 
stopped the clock, contending that the “Cockoo” was 
Germany’s national bird. 

The cloek failed to operate for a long time until 
recently. Mr. Wagner spent many hours in rebuild- 
ing it and finally completely Americanized the bird, 
which now says “Bob White” instead of “Cuckoo.” 

As soon as the announcement was made, a number 
of Vincennes people who are owers of the “Made in 
Germany Cuckoo Clocks,” crowded Mr. Wagner’s 
store and ordered their “Cuckoo” clocks made over. 


COW CLIMBS FLIGHT OF STAIRS. 

When help was scarce this fall Herbert F. Robin- 
son, a soap manufacturer of Syracuse, N. Y., hired 
Mrs. Mary Thomas as caretaker on his Platt Hill 
estate, Winsted, Conn. Robinson has thirteen head 
of stock. 

The caretaker put one of the Jerseys in the hay 
barn. The other morning the cow was missing. 
Hearing a noise in the hayloft the caretaker discov- 
ered the cow. She had climbed the stairway of 
thirteen steps. 

How to get the animal down the caretaker did not 
know. Neighbors were summoned. One suggested 
covering the stairway with hay. ‘After the steps 
had been thus obliterated the cow was laid on her 
side and, with a united effort, shoved down to the 
lower floor. She went over once and landed safely 
on her feet. f 


WOODEN SHOES BETTER THAN LEATHER. 

‘The scarcity of leather in Switzerland and its al- 
most prohibitive price have brought wooden soled 
shoes into use quite generally as a substitute. - Even 
before the war some wooden soled shoes were worn, 
although the sabot such as was common in France 
and Belgium was not at all popular. 

The progress of the war has led to the establish- 
ment of extensive factories engaged in the produc- 
tion of wooden soled shoes by a series of machines 
constructed especially for the purpose. 

The wooden soles are better non-conductors than 
leather, and consequently keep the feet dry and 
warm. If we ignore fashion and prejudice, there 
are a number of reasons which recommend their 
use. The employee is supplied free by employer. 
It is held that the efficiency of the factory worker 
is thus increased and that the outlay is more than 
returned after a short time through increased output 
of the employee, who is less liable to such diseases 
as arise through cold or damp feet 
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FROM ALL POINTS | 


FLIES 175 MILES IN 75 MINUTES. 

Despite heavy snowstorms over the Alleghany 
Mountains, which forced an ascent to 12,000 feet, 
the trip from Pittsburg to Washington, a distance 
of 175 miles, was made in seventy-five minutes Dec. 
6 by a Glenn Martin day bombing plane equipped 
with twin Liberty motors and piloted by Major Har- 
ley W. Lake, inspector for the Division of Military 
Aeronautics. 

Major Lake, a mechanician and another pilot left 
Cleveland yesterday, but were forced to descend near 
Pittsburg for the night. Temperatures as low as 


10. degrees below zero were encountered during the 
flight. 


BUTTONS AND MEDALS OF WAR. 

The War Department is taking up the question of 
buttons and medals of war, the button to be issued 
to men on discharge from the Service and to be worn 
on civilian clothes. Both the campaign medal and 
the button will be designed by the Commission on 
Fine Arts. No decision has been reached on rules 
and regulations concerning the issue of these buttons 
and medals. That the design will come from the 
Commission on Fine Arts is a guarantee that it will 
be artistic to a degree and on a par with.the high 
character of the insignia for which the commission 
has furnished the designs. 


FREIGHT CAR FERRY ACROSS ENGLISH 
CHANNEL. 

An admirable method used by the British govern- 
ment in transporting munitions and other supplies 
direct from the shops in Britain to the battle zone 
in France without one rehandling, has recently been 
made public. Special ferry steamers were con- 
structed, of large capacity, on which freight cars 
could be run. * A channel ferry was established at 
Richborough, on the coast between Ramsgate and 
Dover. Trainloads of supplies were run on the 
steamers, and after the trip across the channel, the 
cars, fully loaded, were run direct to the front. It 
was not necessary to rehandle the supplies from the 
time they were loaded into the cars in England until 
arrival at the front. Three steamers were used in 
this transport service and each mounted 12-pounder 
guns. Only once were they attacked crossing the 
channel and in this engagement the U-boat was 
beaten off. Heavy guns, tanks and other war ma- 
terials were shipped. Only thirty minutes were 
required’ for docking, discharging the train from 
France, reloading other trains ånd putting to sea 
again. Some idea of the carrying capacity of the 
special steamers may be had from the fact that each 
ean carry fifty-four fully loaded British standard 
railway cars on their wheels, or the equivalent in 
locomotives, tanks, automobiles or similar freight. 


COLLEGE “SLANG.” 

A very interesting group of slang words has 
sprung from the literal translation sometimes used 
in preparing a lesson. This is usually known as a 
“trot” (although it may be a “pony,” “horse,” “ani- 
mial,” bicycle,” or “wheel”) ; to use it is to “ride,” 
while one who uses it regularly is a “jockey”; a 
shelf of such books is a “stable”; and a gathering of 
students to use them together is a “race course.” ~ 

A few studies are known as follows: Biolocy, 
“bugs”; physics, “pills”; psychology, “psyche”; 
trigonometry, “trig.” 

An unsociable student is a “crab”; a female stu- 

dent “hen” or “quail,” and a!dormitory for women 
“hen roost” or “hen coop.” “Calic,” or “calico,” is. 
the generic term for the female sex, a “calic course” 
being a course attended by women and to “take 
calic” is to escort a lady to some function. A “cot- 
tage course” is when a couple leaves college before 
graduation to marry. 
, To study hard is to “grind,” “dig,” “bone,” 
“hump,” “plug,” or “poll”; a “ten strike” is a per- 
fect recitation, while “zip” is zero in marks; to 
“have down chill (or cold)” is to be perfectly pre- 
pared; “bust,” a failure in examination; “smear,” to 
pass an examination with ease and a high mark; 
“jack up,” to tutor one who is weak in some study; 
“slide through,” to do just enough to continue; 
“grease through,” to be passed by being given a 
somewhat higher grade than was deserved; “buck 
out,” to prepare a lesson; “load,” to prepare for an 
examination ; “bull,” to recite when unprepared, us- 
ually stupidly and at length; “flunk,” to fail; “berry” 
or “fruit,” anything easy to do., 

A “crush” is a violent liking for a person; to 
“rush” one is to show him marked attention; a “bid” 
is an invitation usually to a dance or to join a fra- 
ternity ; “fuss,” to call on a lady; “spoon-holder,” a 
cushioned window seat, divan, or hammock; “darb,” 
something, especially a girl, which is particularly 
attractive; “doggy,” dressy (to “put on dog;” being 
to dress with unusual care); “tin,” best, used in 
reference to clothes. ° : 

To “irrigate” is to drink; “fumigate,” to smoke; 
“pill” or “coffin nail,” a cigarette; “scag,” a cigar- 
ette stub; “stove,” a pipe; “tacky,” poor or worth- 
less; “footless,” generally incompetent; “burble,” to 
gush over anything. y 

“Cut” is to absent one’s self from class, and “dry 
cut” is attending class but reporting beforehand as 
unprepared; “rusticate,” to be suspended; to “wood- 
up” is to applaud a professor’s joke with the feet; 
to “stack or pack a room” is to enter it during the 
absence of the occupant and mess it up without 
damaging the contents; to “yell up” a student is to 
call him to the window by calling his name outside. 
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GOOD READING 


LADLE IN HEART OF TREE. 

A steel ladle, seven inches long, supposed to have 
been used by Indians in melting lead for bullets many 
years ago, was found imbedded in the heart of a red 
oak tree being sawed up for stove wood by Policeman 
John Gartland and Max Lender at the latter’s home 
at South Altoona, Pa. Rings on the tree indicated 
that it was more than 100 years old. „The implement, 
made from finest charcoal steel, is believed to have 
been driven into the tree when it was a sapling. 


TOLD HE WAS DEAD. 

John H. Everett, of 123 Bird Street, Wilming- 
ton, Del., was awakened late one night to receive a 
telegram from Washington conveying the informa- 
tion that he had been killed in action in France. 

Still drowsy after coming from a warm bed to 
answer the door bell, Everett read the telegram twice 
and began to think he was having a nightmare. 

The fact is Everett has never been in France. 
Neither has he worn a military uniform. He is 
within the draft age, but was never called for service. 

He returned the message to the War Department, 
quoting Mark Twain to the effect that the report of 
his death was “grossly exaggerated.” Everett is 
employed as a clerk, 
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EQUAL PAY FOR EQUAL WORK. 
In the readjustments incident to the change of in- 
dustries from a war to a peace basis, the principle 
of equal pay for equal work, inforced by the Depart- 
ment of Labor, wherever it had power to dictate, will 
have a widespread influence, according to economists. 
In his report just issued the Secretary outlines the 
policy pursued by ‘the War Labor Board as follows: 
“The rights of women in industry have been 
rigidly protected by the War Labor Board with re- 
spect to questions of wages, health and general wel- 
fare. In all cases where women perform the same 
work as men they shall, according to the policy 
of the War Labor Board, receive precisely the same 
rate of pay, and in no case be allotted ‘tasks dispro- 
portionate to their strength.” : 


DOG’S ARMY BURIAL. 

Unusual funeral services were conducted Thanks- 
giving evening at 6 o’clock in the Danville National 
Home Cemetery, Danville, Ill., just outside the regu- 
lar burial radius. The services were out of the 
ordinary in that the death was not that of a comrade 
in the ordinary sense. 

The home undertaker was in charge, and sounded 
the last “taps” over Chief Surgeon J. ©. Bird’s 
favorite Irish terrier, who had been a familiar occu- 
pant of the hospitalsfor the last twelve years. 

Major knew all the calls and for six years attended 


sick call at the home dispensary. It was the dog’s 
custom every night at taps to go out and “mount 
guard,” and during the night would permit no one in 
citizen clothes to enter the hospital without being 
admitted by an attendant, 

The grave will be marked with a stone on which 
the dog’s name will be inscribed, and on all future 
memorial days Major’s grave will come in for its 
share of flowers. 


CORN GROWING ON ROOF. 


For several weeks farmers on the Lane Road ob- 
served a green substance on the roof of an abandoned 
house on the Le Gale farm, Gaffney Falls, N. Y. They 
watched it grow until it attained a height of: five 
feet. The men reported the phenomenon but were 
laughed at. z 

Jabez Montow, who watched the green substance 
for four weeks, came here and invited the Village 
President, H. E. Shotts, and two others to accompany 
him to the house for an investigation. : 

The men accepted the invitation. A ladder was 
secured from the engine house, placed in an automo- 
bile truck and the men went to the hcuse. There 
they found two stalks of corn six feet in length, with 
two large and well formed ears of corn on each stalk 
protruding from the roof. The men entered the 
garret of the house and found the hill of corn ina 
mass of soot and dirt, an accumulation of years. 

The stalks were removed and brought to town. 
They measured nine feet in length, two feet being 
beneath the roof. The men each took an ear of corn, 
which is of the red variety, for seed next season. 


SAFE DEPOSIT FOR WAR FILMS. 


Plans are completed at the War College for the 
new storage building soon to be built near the college 
for the purpose of depositing for all time the orig- 
inal films of the moving and “still’’ pictures of the 
war. It may be said that no safe deposit vault any- 
where is more completely equipped than this struc- 
ture will be when it is finished. There are thousands 
of reels of films made in France and in’the United 
States, and tens of thousands of photographs, now 
catalogued and ready for niches in this new building. 
The fate of the Brady photographs of the Civil War, 
scattered as they have been during half a century, 
had its influence in this vast scheme of preservation, 
as it had, too, in the organization and equipment of 
the photographic division of the Army. The results 
have justified every expenditure, and future gen- 
erations will doubtless give sincere thanks to the 
men who had the vision to make certain preservation 
in motion films of the stirring scenes of the world 
conflict and America’s part in it. 
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A FEW GOOD ITEMS 


CRAWLED MILE WITH BROKEN LEG. 
_Henry Craft, a commercial traveller of San Fran- 
visco, crawled one mile through the brush near Fol- 
som, Cal., after he had broken his left leg while on 
a hunting trip alone. Craft is about sixty years old. 
He finally obtained help by firing three shots from 
his gun. Physicians say his condition is not serious. 


15,000 ITALIAN OFFICERS WERE KILLED IN 
: THE WAR. 

- Rome, Dec. 17.—The Italian Army had 15,600 

officers killed in the war, the Minister of War de- 

clared, and more than 30,000 more were wounded 

seriously. 

Italy, the Minister continued, had more men under 
arms, proportionate to population, than any other 
nation. The war had cost Italy 54,000,000,000 lire 
(about $10,800,000,000), and the public debt at the 
end of October was 64,000,000,000 lire (about 
$12,800,000,000). 


$224 A DAY RECORD OF THIS SHIP WORKER. 

Ralph Adams Cram, member of the Boston Plan- 
ning Board, Boston, Mass., told the members of the 
Boston Housing Association today that he had found 
at the Fore River yard of the Bethlehem Shipbuild- 
ing Corporation a die cutter who received $225 for 
one day’s pay. For a period of four months this 
i averaged $220 every working day, Mr. Cram 
said. 

This, according to Mr. Cram, was considered by 
men at Fore River to be record wages paid during 
the war in American shipbuilding plants. 


ARMY OFFICERS OBJECT TO SILVER 
CHEVRONS. 


Vigorous protests are reaching the War Depart-|. 


ment against the recent order directing the wearing 
of silver chevrons by officers and enlisted men who 
have been held on duty in this country. 

The volume of protests has grown so formidable 
that the advisability of modifying the order so that 
it will be merely permissive is now under serious 
consideration, 

Some officers declare they will resign rather than 
wear silver chevrons, thus proclaiming that they 
have not been within 3,000 miles of the war zone. 
On the other hand, large numbers of enlisted men 
are taking to the chevrons with alacrity. Some have 
appeared in Washington wearing three silver chev- 
rons. They are entitled to wear one for six months 
in the service. o 


U. S. HOLDS RECORD FOR DESTROYERS. 


This information Rear Admiral Griffin gave the 
country in his annual report, recording achievements 
of the past war year. 

Much of the report is technical, but its ‘substance 
is a story of success in big things. With about 275 
destroyers building, Admiral Griffin has this to say 
of the destroyer standing: 


“In ships built and building, the United States 
has now a larger force of destroyers than that of any 
other navy. 

“This increase has not been gradual, but has been 
attained by giant strides within a year. The diffi- 
culties encountered in such unprecedented progress 
have no parallel in warship construction anywhere at 
any time.” 5 

When the last 150 destroyers were ordered, a 28- 
knot speed was contemplated, but before contracts 
were let it was decided the speed should be 35 knots. 
This meant doubling the number of boilers and in- 
creasing the amount of forgings. Makers of the 
latter were far from keen to handle the work, but 
the tasks were undertaken, even though an unpre- 
cedented amount of work already was under way. 

Actual expenditures of the bureau for the fiscal 
year 1917 were estimated at $49,536,093, whereas 
the fiscal year 1918 expenditures were $283,742,767. 
This represented more than three-quarters of a mil- 
lion dollars expenditure per day. 

“Since the United States became a belligerent, the 
magnitude of the engineering work of the navy, both 
mechanical and electrical, has been—not only in its 
actual amount but in the rapid development of facil- 
ities for its execution—without a parallel, for the 
same period of time, in the history of the world’s 
navies,” says Admiral Griffin. : 

A birdseye view of the bureau’s activities may be 
obtained from the fact that the navy is operating 570 
regular navy vessels, 93 coast guard, lighthouse and 
kindred ships, 937 converted merchant craft, and 
247 vessels for army and navy transportation. There 
are under construction at navy yards 376 combatant 
and auxiliary vessels and 52 tugs. The navy has 
about 210 radio stations. 

Admiral Griffin reveals that eight anti-submarine 
devices were developed during the war, and that 
radio, telegraph and telephone apparatus for com- 
munication with airplanes have been remarkably 
developed. 

Touchin on oil land development, the report 
makes this significant comment on the California 
reserve: 

“Development of the naval reserve land has prog- 
ressed so rapidly in the past few years that unless 


.The United States Navy leads the world in de-| legislation is passed shortly the entire reserve must 


stroyers, built or building. 


be commandeered.” J 
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GOOD CURRENT NEWS ARTICLES 


Even Alaska natives are becoming alarmed at the 
rapid growth of the Territory’s ever increasing dog 
population. A native council at Hoonah, an Indian 
village near Juneau, recently passed an ordinance 
levying a tax on all dogs in the village. The Marshal 
was instructed to shoot all unlicensed canines. 


The quick wit of a Cleveland, O., girl enabled the 
police here to clear up the mysterious shooting of 
Andrew Jobonski, seventeen years of age. Stella 
Kaminska, twelve years of age, saw five men firing 
revolvers from an automobile. Not having a pencil 
or paper, she quickly wrote the license number of the 
machine in the sand with a stick. Police traced the 
bandits through this number and made five arrests. 


Tangle-foot wire instead of paper is used to catch 
flies in hospitals, convalescent camps and like places. 
Pieces of hay-baling wire, two feet long, have a hook 
bent on one end, and by dipping or with a brush are 
coated with a hot mixture of four pints of castor oil 
and nine and one-half pounds of crushed resin. The 
oil is heated and the resin gradually stirred in. When 
these wires are hung up the flies alight on them and 
stick fast. When the wires become covered they are 
burned off and recoated for use again. 


In his testimony before the House Committee on 
Naval Affairs on Dec. 11 Rear Adiniral Coontz, act- 
ing Chief of Operations, stated that twenty-nine 
battleships manned by 40,000 men will be main- 
tained in active service after March 1, 1919. Eight 
battleships will be held in reserve, he stated, and will 
be manned by two-thirds their complement. The 
Navy Department has planned for other units to be 
in commission after March 1, as follows: Seven- 
teen cruisers for active service, manned by 12,000 
men; twenty-four vessels in the patrol force, 3,000 


men; 165 destroyers, 20,600 men, ninety-nine sub- 


marines, 4,500 men, 168 submarine chasers, 5,400 
men: forty-two transports, 20,000 men. 


According to a statement made by Sir Eric 
Geddes, First Lord of the Admiralty, on December 
5, during the war 2,475 British ships were sunk with 
their crews beneath them, and 3,147 vessels were 


'sunk and their crews left adrift. Fishing vessels to 


ithe number of 670 had been lost during the period of 
hostilities, and the merchant marine service had 
suffered casualties exceeding 15,000 men. The 
world’s total losses of merchant tonnage from the 


beginning of the war to the end of October, 1918, by 


enemy action and marine risk, was 15,053,786 gross 


| tons, according to an official announcement also 


issued on December 5. In the same period vessels 
totaling 10,849,527 tons were constructed, and en- 
emy tonnage totaling 2,392,675 was captured, mak- 
ing a net loss of tonnage during the war of 1,811,584. 


GRINS AND CHUCKLES 


He—Haven’t I seen you somewhere some time? 
She—Quite likely. I was there. 


“My uncle has a plant that is. never affected by 
cold or hot weather.” “What is it?” “A munitions 
plant.” 


“I enjoy your wife’s playing. She has such a 
delicate touch.” “Yes, she gets that from practising 
on me.” 


“And the audience, my- boy, were glued to their 
seats,” said the delighted actor. “That certainly was 
a neat way of keeping them there,” said the critic. 


Green—What is a sense of humor? Brown—A 
sense of humor is that which makes you laugh at 
something that hapens to somebody else which would 
make you sorry if it happened to you. 


Judge—Did you cyre that patient you had with 
the failing memory? “I thought so at one time,” 
replied the doctor, “but I’m not so sure about it now. 
He went away and forgot to pay his bill.” 


“You wouldn’t sell your vote, would you?” “No, 
suh,” answered Erastus Pinkley. “But if a gemmen 
what’s runnin’ foh office was to give me two dollahs, 
common gratitude would make me vote foh him.” 


“How do you get rid of your stale bread?” asked 
one woman of another. “I simply hide it from my 
children,” said the second housewife. “What hap- 
pens then?” “They find it and eat up every morsel.” 


“The sheriff tells me,” remarked a visitor to a 
Western town, “that there hasn’t been a prisoner in 
the county jail for over a year. That would seem to 
indicate that your community is unusually free from 


crime.” “Not necessarily,” replied the native. “We 
got some pretty slick lawyers around here.” ; 
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FOUND HIS BOY. 


By Horace Appleton. 


Tom Merry was a bachelor of thirty, but he looked 
considerably older at the time, and more especially 
when he was in a thoughtful mood. 

He was in a thoughtful mood as he was crossing 
the South Ferry to Brooklyn one night, after he had 


put in a weary day in a lawyer’s office in the lower | 


part of the City of New York, 

As the boat was pushing into the slip a little boy 
toddled out of the cabin toward him, and caught him 
by the coat as he lisped forth: : 

“ Pap a.” 

At that moment a tall woman, wearing a dark 
veil, followed the child out of the cabin, and caught 
him as if to draw him away from Tem, as she said in 
husky tones: 

“You bad boy, that is not your father. Please ex- 
cuse the child, sir.” 

The people were hurrying out of the boat at the 
moment, and as the little fellow still clung to Tom 
Merry, he bent down and raised him in his arms, say- 
ing, in his good-natured tones: 

“All right, madam, I will take the little fellow’ up 
over the bridge. 

And without waiting for the consent of the lady, 
who was dressed in black, he sprang up toward the 
ferry gate with the little boy, who appeared to cling 
to him in the most friendly manner. The lady fol- 
lowed hastily, and when she reached the gate a tall 
man, who appeared to be muffled up with the collar 
of his fall overcoat, sprang at her and seized har by 
the arm, crying: 

“T have caught you at last! 
come right home with me.” 

“You are mistaken, sir, as I do not know you. Let 
go of my arm, I beg you.” 

“Tf the lady is your wife,” protested Tom Merry, 
“you shouldn’t break her arm in that way, and I ask 
you to let. her go also.” 

: The stranger answered by raising his right arm 
and aiming a blow at Tom’s face. 

Tom did not fancy the kindness intended for him, 
and he warded off the blow with his right hand, giv- 
ing the fellow a severe push at the same time. 

The stranger fell to the ground grumbling fear- 
fully, and releasing his grasp on the woman at the 
same time, 

Then away she darted, flying like a hunted crim- 
inal as she turned down Furman Street. 

Tom Merry drew back, expecting the man to assail 
him again. 

When the man regained his feet, however, he did 
not attempt to assail Tom, but hastened away after 
the woman. 

When Tom reached Furman Street with the little 
boy in his arms he looked down in search of the wo- 


Now I want you to 


He kept walking up and down the street for fully 
ten minutes, while the little fellow in his arms ap- 
peared to be perfectly contented, as he soon fell te a 
sound slumber. re 

After reflecting for some time longer, the ace 
man decided to take the little fellow to his own room, 
which was only a few streets away, and then give 
notice to the nearest police station as to where he 
lived, so that the father or mother might be informed 


jabout him. 


When the weary man returned to his humble bed- 
room again, he was not in the humor for work, and 
he aok a seat in his old armchair, as he said to him- 
sel 

“TI rest a while and then tackle the work.” 

He did rest a while, as he fell into a sound sleep, 
from which he did not awaken until after daylight in 
the morning. 

The little stranger was still sleeping soundly in 
the bed, and after rubbing his eyes and washing him- 
self in cold water, Tom thought of his work and pro- 
ceeded to light his pipe. 

When he arrived at the office he found a very good 
piece of news before him in the form of a letter from 
one of the leading New York publishers. 

Tom Merry had written a novel some time before, 
and he had sent the manuscript for publication to 
several publishers, but it had been rejected time and 
again. 

That novel was at last accepted by a good house, 
and Tom was offered a fair price for it at a time 
when he was sadly in need of a few dollars. 

. On reaching the house he found that no one had 


‘come to inquire about the little stranger, and he then 


hastened away to the station-house to make inquiries 
there. 

Yes, a young woman had inquired about the boy 
very early in the morning, and the sergeant had 
given her both the Brooklyn and the New York City 
addresses of the man who had taken charge of him 
for the night. 

Tom Merry hastened back to his boarding-house 
again, only to learn that the child’s mother had not 
called there as yet. 

On reaching his old employer’s office in the after- 
noon he found a letter addressed to him in a lady’s 
fine handwriting. 

It was from the boy’s mother, and in it she begged 
him, in the most imploring terms, to care for the 
child for the present, while- she promien to remun- 
erate him for his trouble. 

The letter concluded by saying: 

“The man who assailed me last night has been the 
bane of my life, and he is not my husband, but he is 
my child’s uncle. The child’s father died six months 
ago, and he did resemble you very much. 

“I am compelled to fly in haste from the wretch 
who is persecuting me, and I dare not take my boy 
with me, fearing that his uncle would pursue me 
through him. I cannot give you’ my name or my 


` man and her pursuer, but could not see a trace of the | future address, as goodness only knows where I will 


man or the woman. 


have to fly. If you have the heart of a man, take 
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care of the child for his own sake, and he will reward 
you in future if I do not. 

“It may be days, months, or even years before you 
hear from me again, but a persecuted and unhappy 
woman swears to you that you will never regret the 
kindness you may show to the little boy, who called 
you father on first beholding you.” 

Having né near relatives in the world that he knew 
of, Tom took the little boy to a respectable boarding- 
house in Harlem, where he represented him as his 
own son, $ 

The boy’s protector was known in New York City 
to his very few friends as Tom Merry, but that was 
not his real name. 

Some years before his father became involved in a 
disgraceful affair in the great city, and Tom thought 
it best to travel under an assumed name. 

Very soon after taking charge of the boy, reve- 
lations appeared in the New York papers which 
proved that he was an innocent man, and that he was 
the victim of clever sharpers. 


About the time that the revelations were pub- 
lished, Tom received a splendid offer from a mercan- 
tile house in San Francisco, and he went to that city, 
pois little Massey, as the boy called himself, with 

im. 

On arriving on the shores of the Pacific, the honest 
fellow assumed his real name again, and that was 
Tobias Merriman. 

When young Massey Merriman, as he was called, 
was fifteen years of age, his father took him on-a 
trip to the East, and they arrived in the city of New 
York in safety. 

Desiring-to know if the strange lady had ever made 
inquiries about her son, he called at the office of the 
old lawyer, where he found two letters awaiting him 
there for over eight years. 


They were both written from London by Massey’s 
mother, and one’ of them inclosed a draft for one 
hundred dollars. 


The letters from London were signed “Emma 
Wheeler,” and the lady who had called at the lawyer’s 
office gave the same name, but she did not leave any 
address or state when she would call again. 

The anxious man left his New York address for the 
time with the old lawyer, and then hastened away to 
insert advertisements in the New York papers ad- 
dressed to Emma Wheeler, in which he intimated 
where Thomas Merry could be found. 

The adopted father took his son to the theater that 
night to see a famous actress who had returned to 


America after many years of triumph in Europe and 
Australia. 


Merriman was surprised upon hearing the voice of 
the great actress, and he turned to gaze at the boy 
beside him, as he said to himself: 

“Blame my eyes, if that isn’t just like the voice 
of the woman I heard on the ferry-boat that night. 
Can it be that it is my mascot’s mother?” » 

Merriman kept asking the question during the 
whole performance, and he was asking it still when 


they went out into the street, while he continued, 
saying: 

“If I could only find out where she is stopping, I 
would call on her this very night.” 

The woman sprang into the cab waiting for her, 
and the driver started on the instant, while Merri- 
man dragged his son into another conveyance as he 
said to the driver. 

“Follow the actress, and I will pay you well.” 

The two cabs were soon rolling away up Broad- 
way, and a third followed soon after. 

The actress was just entering her private board- 
ing-house as she heard hurried footsteps behind her, 
and then a voice fell upon her ear, saying: 

“Miss, Parker, may I not speak a few words with 
you?” s 

Before the actress: could reply her old assailant 
sprang out of the third tab and ran at her like a 
crazy man, ¢rying: 

“I tell you I must have the boy. Give him up to 
me, or it will be worse for you.” 

Merriman recognized the voice on the instant, al- 
though it was years since he had heard it before. 

The actress stared down at Merriman and the 
young lad with eager eyes. 

“Who are you, sir?” 

“I was once known as Tom Merry, madam.” 

The words were scarcely uttered when the woman 
gave a cry of astonishment, and she then gazed at 
the lad, crying: 

“Ts this dear Massey ?” 

“Tt is, madam.” ‘ 

“My dear son, I am able to protect you now, and to 
reward the good man who saved you that night.” 

The crazy man seized the woman at the moment, 
when Merriman caught him and looked him straight 
in the eyes as he cried: 

“Frank Merriman, do you not know me?” 

“My brother Tobias!” gasped the fellow, who was 
about two years older than Massey’s protector. 

He then fell down, as if in a fit, and Tobias bent 
over him, saying: 

“T thought he was dead long ago.” 

“He ought to be in the madhouse,” cried the ex- 
cited woman, “‘as he has been the bane of my life.” 

On the death of her husband Frank Merriman 
insisted that she would become his wife, but the 
woman refused. ? 


Then commenced a career of persecution which only 
ended on the death of the crazy man, which took 
place three nights after the-meeting near the theater. 

Tom Merry’s mascot was really his own nephew, 
after all, and the bright lad was heir to a large estate 
in South America, which had been held from him by 
his crazy uncle, 

About three months after Merriman and his mas- 
cot returned to San Francisco, and Massey’s mother 
returned with them. 

Tobias Merriman prevailed on the actress to be- 
come his wife soon after, and the good man had never 
reason to regret the night when he first discovered 
his little mascot who had addressed him as papa. 


On account of the war, dealers cannot get any of the novelties advertised in back numbers of this 
magazine. Do not order any goods except those advertised in the current numbers. 


THE JOKE SPIKE. 

‘This joke spike is an ordinary 
iron spike or very large nail, the 
same as is found in any carpenter's 
nail box. At the small end is a 
small steel needle, % Inch in 
yength, firmly set in spike. Take 
your friend's hat or coat and hang 
it on the wall by driving (with a 
hammer) the spike 
the wall; the needle in spike will 
p not injure the hat or garment, 

neither will it show on wall or wood where 

it has been driven, The deception is per- 
fec as the spike appears to have been 
dri half-way through the hat or coat, 

Which can be left hanging on the wall. Price, 

10 vents, or 3 for 25 cents; by mail, postpaid. 

H. F. LANG, 1815 Centre St., B’klyn, N. Y. 


GOOD LUCK GUN FOB. 


The real western article. 
carried py the cowboys. 
is made of fine leather. 
with a highly nickeled 
buckle. The holster con- 
tains a metal gun, of the 
same pattern as those used 
by all the most famous 
scouts, Any boy wearing 
one of these fobs will at- 
tract attention. It will 
give him an air of western 
romance. The prettiest 
and most serviceable watch 
fob ever made. Send for 
one to-day. Price 20 cents 
each by mail postpaid. 

FRANK SMITH, 383 Lenox Ave., N. Y. 


through it into | 


TWO-CAKD MONTE, 
This famous trick gets them 
all. You pick up a card and 
when you look at it you find 
you haven’t got the ecard you 
Hh thought you had. 
mail, postpaid. 
SMITH, 383 Lenox Ave., 


A PECK OF TROUBLE. 


FRANK 


N. YX. 


One of the hardest puzaies ever luvented, 
Mix biocks well; then move squares with- 
eut removing the box, so that every line 
of figures, up and down and across, and 


the two diagonals, will each add up 23, 
The Blank space may be left ın either of 
the four corners. 
Price 10 cts. each by mail, postpaid. 
H. F. LANG, 1815 Centre St., B’klyn, N. Y. 


WILLARD-JOHNSON PRIZE-FIGHT 
PUZZLE, 


Four strips of cardboard, 
each three inches by one 
h and a half inches, showing 
Willard and Johnson in 
various absurd postures. 
The solution in the puzzle 
lies in so arranging the 


strips that they show Wil- 
lard in the complete picture, the heavy- 
weigbt champion. Price 10c, by matl, post- 
paid, with directions. 
WOLFF NOVELTY CO., 168 W. 23d St, N. Y. 


THE TANTALIZER PUZZLE. 
Consists of one hori- 
zontal and one perpendic- 
ular piece of highly-pol- 
ished metal bent in such 
h a manner that when as- 
sembied it seems utterly impossible to get 
them apart, but by following the directions 


THE WAR FOUNTAIN PEN, 

A very handsome fountain pen case 
to which is attached a pocket holder 
neatly made of metal and highly 
nickel-plated. When your friend de- 
sires the use of your pen and gets it, 
he is very much astonished when he 
removes the cap by the sudden and 
loud noise of the explosion that oe- 
curs, and yet a litde paper cap does 
it all. Price 35e, by mail, postpaid. 


H. F. LANG, 1815 Centre St., B’klyn, N. Y, 


ADAM’S TEASER PUZZLE, 

This is a nut cracker, The way to do it 
is as follows: ‘Turn the top of the two 
smali loops toward you, taking bold of the 
two large loops with each band. Hold firm 
the loop held with the left hand and pull the 
other toward the right, and at the same time 
impart a twisting motion away from you. 


Price 10c, by | 


} OID COINS WANTED 

$2 to $000 EACH paid for Hundreds ot 
Coins dated before 1896, Kevp ALL od 
Money. You may have Coins worth a 


| large Premium. Send $l0c. for New 
| lilustrated Coin Value Book, size 4x6. 
Get Posted at Once. 
CLARKE COIN CO., Box 35. Le Roy, N Y. 
MARVELOUS MEMORY TRICK. 
‘his amusing and in- 
teresting trick is per- 


nesi formed with five cards 


containing 100 squares, 
which contain 100 dif- 
ferent numbers. The 
performer can instantly 
$ name a series of six fig- 
ures at a-moment’s notice by request of 
any spectator, The most marvelous feat of 
mind-reading ever invented. So easy that 
a child could perform the trick. Price 100, 
by mail postpaid, with directions. 

WOLFF NOVELTY CO., 168 W. 23d St., N. X. 


SCIENTIFIO MIND READING, 

Wonderful! Startling! Sci- 

entific! You hand a friend 

a handsome set of cards on 

which are printed the names 

of the 28 United States Presi- 

dents. Ask him to secretly 

select a name and hold the 

card to his forehead and 

think of the name. Like a 

flash comes the answer “Lincoln, Washing- 

ton,” or whatever name he is thinking of. 

The more you repeat it the more puzzling It 

becomes, With our outfit you can do it any- 

where, any time, with\ anybody. - Startle 

your friends. Do it at the next party or 

at your club and be the lion of the evening. 

‘bis was invented by a famous magician. 

Price, with complete set of cards and full 
instructions, 12 cents, mailed, postpaid. 

WOLFF NOVELTY CO., 168 W. 23d St., N. ¥. 


JAPANESE MAGIC FAREI 
he lates 

AGIC Dy est and bes 
R trick perfected 

the ingenious Jap- 
anese is called Yuka 
Hula, It consists 
of two packages of 
specially prepared 
paper one a sensi- 
tized medium, and 
the other a devel- 

? oping medium. The 

process of manufacture is a secret. By wet- 
ting a white sheet, and pressing a pink sheet 
on top of it, the white sheet will develop 
quaint photographie scenes, such as land- 
scapes of Japan, porrratta of Japanese char- 
acters, pictures of peculiar buildings, Gods, 
temples, etc. These pictures are rep'icas of 
actual photographs, and print up in a beau- 


it is very easily accomplished. 
a brain twister. 
paid, with directions. 
FRANK SMITH, 383 


This one is 
Price 10¢ by mail, 


Lenox Ave., 


You can get the rest of the directions with 


tiful sepia brown color. Intensely interest- 


DOB: Recent: rice 12 cents each, by mail| ing for both old and young. ‘Price, 120 
N ¥. OOR E. LANG, 1815 Centre Ste B’Klyn, We ee eee Oe otra: 


FRANK SMITH, 388 Lenox Avo., New York. 


MYSTERY MAGAZINE” ||“ Moving Picture Stories” 


PUBLISHED: SEMI-MONTHLY. 


10 CENTS A COPY 


Handsome Colored Covers—48 Pages of Reading—Great 
Authors—Famous Artists—Fine Presswork 


It contains exciting and mysterious detective stories, 
sketches, novelettes, serials and a large amount of other 


inteiest:ng matter. 
—LATEST ISSUES— 

No. 

15 AFTER A MILLION—A De- 
tective Siory, by Police 
captain Howard, 

16 SHADOWING THE BLUE 
YKIANGLE, by Charles 
Fulton Oursler. 

m THE CASE OF CAPTAIN 
FORTESQUE, by Kedüeid 
Ingalls. 

18 THE BIRD HEADED 
SPHINX, by Eaith sessions 
Tupper. 

19 A, DOUBLE MYSTERY., by 

Dr. Harry Enton. 

20 THE, MAGICIAN DETEC- 
YIVE. by Charles Fulton 
Oursler. 

FRANK TOUSEY, Pullisker, 


ies wW. 


nn a nn e a a aa aae a a 


Order a copy from this list. 


No. 

21 KING COBRA MYSTERY, 
by George Gilbert. 

22 THE HAUNTED CORRI- 
DORS, by William Hamilton 


Osborne. 

23 NU MAN’S MAN, by Mar- 
well Smith, 

24 THE TREVOR PUZZLE, 


by T. C. Harbaugh. 

25 THS TRAIL OF KOSES, by 
Edmund Condon. 

26 THE HINDOO VANISHING 
CLUE, by Pauline Carring- 
ton Bouve, 

27 WHO WAS GUILTY?, by 
Beulah Poynter. 

28 The Evil Eye, By Charles 

Fulton Oursler/ 

28d St., New York City. 


A Weekly Magazine Devoted to Photoplays and Players 


PRICE SIX CENTS PER COPY 
THE BEST FILM MAGAZINE ON EARTH 


ïz rages of Reading. Magnificent Colored Cover Portraits 
of Prominent Performers. Out Every Friday, 


Each number contains Five Stories of the Best Films on the 
Screens—Hiegant Hait-tone Scenes from the Piays—lInteresting 


Articles About Prominent People In the Films—Doings of 
Actors and Actresses ln the Studios and While Picture-making— 
Lessons ln Scenario Writing. x 


THIS LITTLE MAGAZINE GIVES YOU MORE FOR XYOUB 
MONEY THAN ANY OTHER SIMILAR PUB- 
LICATION ON THE MARKET! 


its autuors are the very best that momey can procure; its pre- 
fuse illustrations are exquisite, and its special articles are by 
tbe greatest experts in their particular line. 


Buy a copy Now from your newsdealer, or send us 6 cents ia 
meaty | Me postage stamps, and we will mail you any number 
you desire. 


HARRY E. WOLFF, Pub., 166 W. 23d St., New York City 


LITTL 


Write to Scott & Scott, Inc., Advertising Offices, 144 East 32nd Street, 


EADS 


New York City, 


or 29 East Madison Street, Chicago, for particulars about advertising in this magazine. 


AGENTS 
WE START YOU FREE. Sell best Laundry Tablet. 
Washes clothes without rubbing. Sample free, e 


A. Knight Co., 
POWERINE 


144 Market St, St. Louis, Mo. 
IS EQUAL TO GASOLINE AT 5 cts. a 


gallon. Salesmen aud agents wanted. Exclusive. ter- 
ritory granted. * Powerline is guaranteed to be harmless, 
to remove and prevent carbon, doubling the life of all 


gasoline motors, saving repairs, adding snap, speed and 
yower. An amount equal to 20 gallona of gasoline will 
ve sent to any uddress in the U. 5., charges prepaid, 
r $i. W. Porter Barnes, Dept. 10, Santa Rosa, Cal. 


AIDS TO EFFICIENCY 

SET YOUR RESPONSIBILITY. New developments. 
Make efficiency count. Our wonder working Sales- 
atuship and Efficiency course helped 25,000 last year 
© better thelr positions. It will help you. Write 
to-day. Knox School of Salegmanship and Business 
Efficiency, Engineers Bldg.. Cleveland, O. 

PE A DETECTIVE. Opportunity for men and women 
for secret investigation in your district. Write C. T. 
Ludwig, 521 Westover Bldg., Kansas City, Mo. 


ASTROLOGICAL 
YOUR FUTURE FORETOLD. Send dime, 
date for trial readings. I shall please Sa. 
Christensen, Box 182-S8, Toledo, Ohio. 
ASTROLOGICAL READING GIVEN WITH KEY to 
health, 10 ets.; give your birth date, Wor $1. 
Joseph Devere, AA123 Madison St, Chicago. 


AUTOMOBILES 

FORDS START EASY IN COLD WEATHER with 

our new 1919 carburetors; 34 miles per gallon. Use 
cheapest gasoline or half kerosene. Increased power. 
Styles for any motor, Very slow on high. Attach it 
yourself. Big profits to agents. Money-back guarantee, 
30 days’ trial, Atr-Wriction Carburetor Company, 172 
Madison, Dayton, Ohio, 


MORE POWER, LES 


birth- 
Dr. 


- FUEL, NO CARBON. No 
mystery, plain facts, results guaranteed. Write for 
booklet 80, No-Leak-O Piston Bing Co., Baltimore, Md. 


BOOKS AND PERIODICALS 


THE OOLOGIST IS THE ONLY PUBLICATION 
America devoted to the interést of those maki 
lections of eggs of North American birds. Its columns 
are filled with advertisements from parties desiring te 
exchange such speclinens, also each issue contains many 
interesting articlos and notes on the birds that the Boy 
Scout sees in his tramps and camps in the woods, 
Subscription 50 cts per year. Sample copy free. Ad- 

dress Oologist. Dept. SS, Lacon, Til. 


REAL LIVE BOOKS FOR REAL LIVE PEOPLE. 
Lists free. J. S. Sheridan, 417 E. 15ist St., N. Y. 


DO YOU WANT TO READ THE MOST Pd TS 
secret and mysterious’ books ever published? 

where else in America can these daring books be ore 
tained. Order several from this ad before they're all 
sold out, How to Stay Young, 300 pagos, $2.50; Hin- 
doo Philosophies and Religions of India, written by 
Yogi Ramacharaka, $1.75; Harmonial Philosophy (start- 
ling), $3.00; Personal Magnetism, $2.00; Practical 
Psychometry, 59e; Health we pd Happs series, $3.00; 


in 
col- 


How to Get What You Want, c; Freemasonry Ex- 
posed, 99c; Fresmasonry, illustrated, showing ims, 
secrets, lodgeroom, eta, first 3 degrees, $1.25; t 
7 Degrees, 640 aa, $1.75; Master's ‘Carpet, $1. 5i 
Scotch Rite x aap Bink 
volumes, 1,088 pages, “ath to 83rd degrees, KA 50; Capt. 
s Mystic Shrine, ae 
tory Eiks, 478 pages, 33. 25; Odd Fellows ‘31.3 
Knight Templars, $1.10; Knights Pythias, 59c; Modern 
Woodmen, 470; Red Men, 46c; Maccabees, 41e: For- 
esters, 49c; Rebekah Ritual, 46c; Knights Orlent, afc; 
Exposition Grange, 556; Knights Columbus, $1.25; Hid- 


den Treasures of the Anciont Quabalah, $1.25; Power 
of Concentration, $2.25; Successful Salesmanship, $1.50; 


Why Men Fall, $1.50; Noted Prophecies of War, $1.25; 
Paychic Phenomena, $2.50: Seership, or, Sclence of 
Knowing Future, $3.00; Spiritual Life,” 75c; Clair- 
voyance, $8.20; Bhayarad Gita, 98c; After Doath, 
2. .25; Spirit World, $1.10; Art Magic, * ; 

rystal of Finest Quality (Hindoo), -$2 

yond Death, $1.45; Spiritual. Science, $2.00; Prac- 
tical Water Cure (Yogi), $1.10; Raja Yoga. $1.50 


Gnami Yoga, ae 85; Psychic Healing, $1.45; Financial 
Success, $1.55; Psychic Science Made Plain, $2.00; 
ign i sm, ‘eo; Memory Training, $2.00; Occult- 
al werld Tos of Ceremonial 
$2.00; Reincarne- 

direct from 
Gatalogues, 10c. McCarthy's Big Book Em- 


porium, 1286 Arthur Ave, Chicago, IN. 
BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES ; 

RESULTS COUNT. Profits may prove 

Bank references furnished. 


es- 
oll 


$! DOES IT. 
$200 or more monthly. 
Invite thorough investigation. Maps, reports, 
tablished facts FREE. Address. Sourlake Texas 
17 De Menil, Louis. Mo. 

MINES MAKING MILLIONAIRES thro 
small investments, Address: Midwest Iny, Bureau, 
630 Boston Block, Minneapolis, 


LIBERTY BONDS. We pay full cash value, Absolute 
reliability. Send registered mail to Commercial Fi- 
nance Co., 505 World Bldg., New York City. 


MARRY IF LONELY. FOR SPEEDY MARRIAGES try 

my club; very succoseful; best, largest in country; 
established 12 years; thousand, ealthy wishing early 
marriage; contidentially; descriptions free. Old Reliable 
Club, Mrs, Wrubel, 732 Madison, Oakland, Cal. 


GET MARRIED. Best matrimonial magazine published. 
Mailed free. American Distributor, Blairsville, Pa. 


MARRY; Many Rich. Particulars for stamp. Mrs. 
Morrison, 3053 W. Holden, Seattle, Wash. 


wing Aa worth $37,000, income ga yearly, and 
anxious to marry. Warn, 2216% 
Temple St (SS), Los Angeles, Cal. 


$! DOES IT. GET OUR BANK references. We invite 

a thorough investigation, That's all we ask. RE- 
SULTS COUNT. $1 few months gets Warranty Deed 
to land; interest in co-operative a participation 
in entire sub-division earnings. pay $200 or 
more monthly. Maps, reports, tablished facts FREE. 
Address, Sourlake, Texas Oil Co., De Menil, St. Louis, Mo. 


GAIN $8 per cent. and other profits by small invest- 

ment; pay in at easy convenience. Start on road to 
wealth. Wonderful opportunity. Write for particulars, 
Prove for yourself. Liberty Hog and Sheep Association, 
216 Bo. LaSalle St., Dept. 85, Chicago. 


COINS AND STAMPS 
100 ALL DIFF., incl. Cuba, Peru, Egypt, Greeee; per- 


forated gauge, album. Only 10 cis. Offer always good. 
. M. Gibbs, §-8922 Juniper St., Los Angeles, 


PAY good for coins, Send T5c for reliable book shew- 
ing prices paid, Boessler, East Orange, N. J. 


STANTS: 105 misg incl. China, etc., 2 cts.; Album 
pictures), $ ets. Bullard, No. 20, "Sta. A, Boston, 
FREE. § dif. Canada war tamps to approval appli- 

cants, R. F. Robinson, mipeg, Canada. 
STAMPS, 50 VARIETIES, Transvaal, Brazil, Peru, 

Cuba, TE and Album, 10 cts. 1,000 mixed, 
40 cw. kerent U. 8. 26 cts, 1,000 hinges, 16 
ots. hes I buy stam) C, Stegman, 5937 
Cote Biar Dept. 93, St. juis, Mo. 


CORRESPONDENCE TUITION 
STUDY JOURNALISM. 20 Complete Lessons only $1. 
Otuer courses, Write EMicicncy Library, New Egypt, N. 
DETECTIVES MAKE BIG MONEY! ‘Trave/ anu seo 

the country, We instruct you at nominal cvst, Hither 
sex. Write-for freo booklet. American Scliool of Crimin- 
ology, Dept. BM, Detroit, Mich. 


FOR THE HEALTH 


REDUCE WEIGHT HAPPILY. If you are too fat, 
send fer interesting book Walling the 

become slender, healthier and beautiful. 

envelope, Korein Company, NB-601, Sta. F, New York, 

pal ch han ian a a EE ets 


TOBACCO HEART. If smoking is affecting your heart 

or if it is weakening your eyes, conquer tobacco habit 
now and avoid early death or blindness, a fate that 
lhas befallen many others. Quit without drugs and 
improve boat th wonderfully. Maclary' method is highly 
praised. If cured you pay us only i if not cured, 
costs you not a cent. Write for it to-day. Albro 
Society, AA-d01, Station F, New York., 


MORPHINE ANG LIQUOR habits successfully cured 
at home, Send stamp for booklet of information. 
Dr. Quayle’s Sanitarium, Madison, Ohio. 


SCALP DISORDERS. Wonderfully efficacious Kotalko; 
often cures when all else fails. Proof box, post paid, 10 


qs. J. H. Brittain, BA 601, New York City. 
HELP WANTED 


U. $, GOVERNMENT wants heln, Sen, women, 1% or 
over, ar preparations compelling thousands srg 
men’ 100 po Easy clerical work. Short hours. 
Vacations with pay. Common education pugnent. Write 
Eart bed for Mist and deseription of positions. Frank- 
Inatitute, Dept. P-103, Rochester, N. Y. 


OUSANDS N-WOMEN, 18 or over, wanted im- 
Heys ts ERN A Feriban war positions, $100 
Write immediately for 
Franklin Tnstitute, Dept. 


month. Easy clerical work. 
froe list of positions open. 
P 155, Rochester. N. Y. 
LADIES WANTED, and MEN, too, to address envel- 
opes and mall advertising matter at home for largs 
mail order firms, spare or whole time. Can make 
10 to $25 wkly. No pprt ie experience required. 
ook explains everything 10 cts. to cover postage, 
etc. Ward Pub. Co., Box TT. Tilton, N. H. 


MUSICAL 


| WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG. We write music 


and guarantee publisher's accentance, Submit poems 
on war, love or any subiect. Chester Music Company, 
538 So. Dearborn St., Suite 249. Chicago. Tlinois 
Mose Pour OSE e. to your words or song $2.00, by 

musical experts. Bauer Bros., Oshkosh, Wis. 
WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG. We com 

music, Ltn = t and submit copies to lea 
py lishers. poems now—erermination free. 
roadway Siudione ‘ies C Fitzgerald Bldg., New York. 

PERSONAL 

YOUR LIFE-STORY IN THE STARS. Send birth 

date and dime for trial reading. You'll be delighted. 
Address, Janus. 712 Fountain Place. Kansas City, ue 
MARRY RICH. Hundreds anxious; description 

free. Satisfaction guaranteed, Select Club, eng 
8S, Emporla, Kansas. 


Cal. | 


PHOTOGRAPHY 
KODAKERS. How would you like to obtain a 9x11 
culargement of your best negatives free? 
card now asking about it. Films develo) 
per roll. Prints, 3, 4 and 5 cts, each. 
Studia, Ellensburg, Wash, 
BEST DEVELOPING, printing in coun Send 3o 
for circulars or 20c and roll for sample developing 


‘ord’s Foto 


and printing. julck service. Rare bargains ta used 
cameras. Miles K. Greenwood, Melrose, Mass. 
STAMMERING 


ST-STU-T-T-TERING and stammering eured at home, 
Instructive booklet free. Walter McDonnell, 15 Poto- 
mac Bank Building, Washington, D. C. 


WANTED TO BUY 


WANTED TO BUY trpewylters, any make, Give do- 
soription, M. M. Selda, W. $24 8t., New York. 
WANTED AT ALL rane Rod, Cross, Black foxes, 
Coon; also pelts ef all . I will 2, ese 
gent. more than Any one. Write; try me, K., L, Tedd, 
Dept. 88, Milltown, N. B., Canada. 
WE BUY old gold, diamonds, watches, platinum, silver, 
jewelry. We will pay up to $35 per set for discarded 
falae teeth (broken or not). Cash sent at once—goods 
held 5 to 15 days aud returned at our expense if offer 
ia refused. Certilicate granted us from State of Wis- 
consin, Absolutely responsible, liberal and reliable. Ad- 
dresa: United States Smelting Works, Inc., 401 Gold- 
smith Bldg.. Opp. P. ©.. Milwaukee, Wis, 
BEAR OIL wanted, genuine only; good price. 
quantity you have and where obtained. J. H. 
tain, 150 East 324 St, PD-2, New York. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


SELL “PERSHING IN FRANCE.” Great war picture. 
Big patriotic hit, Make $10 daily. Regular 25 cents. 


State 
B; 


Sample only 10 cents, prepaid. Bənd now. Address: 
Publisher School Ne jew pL N. 
HEN DO FISH BITE BEST? The Old Fisherman's 


wee seedy fers) aly Ped ae right days. Make 
‘gest catches en: cts. to-day to O. F. Calendar, 
Box 946 H, Sta.. Springfeld, Mass. pS 
YOU GAN MAKE GOOD, durable paints and varnish ` 
15 cents gallon. Write for details, Emmelmanu 
Bros. Manufacturing Co., Dept. J, Indianapolis, Ind, 


DEN PICTURES. Real pholos from life, Fascinating 
Art Models’ poses. Sample “Bathing Girl” and cata- 
log, 10 cents. Simpson Co., Wheeling. Y: Va. 

DEN PICTURES. “I'M READY’ " and RTI STIA.” 
15 ets. Both 25 cts. You'll be mightily pleased! 


Garvey, Dept. SS, Randolph, Mass. 


ue, PRAV EIEE POSTCARDS and pictures 10c. Tay- 
lor Co., 3820 Lincoln Ave., Bast St. Louis, Ill. 

TWENTY. PRETTY POSTCARDS and big graos 10e. 
Durso, Dept. 39, 25 Mulberry St., N, City, 


MYSTERIOUS PENCIL. Nixie menage: 5 
private questions. Brings hap) 


Dr. Martin, 411 West Ferry, Bu ng ys 
BIG MAIL. Went to ta it? Send only 6 cts. 
Stamps, Astonishing. A. Ben que Tex. 


res Easy to 
make at small cost. Speed $ ites per hour, 
Send quarter for plens. Aerocar Co., Racine, Wis. 
FUR TANNING. How to do it. Big profits. Bree 
information. W. W. Weaver, Reading, Mich. 
MAGIC Catalog with 500 illustrations of 1,000° tricks, 
escapes, ete., postpaid, 14 cts. Small catalog, 2 cts. 
Hornmann Trick Co., 470 Eighth Ave., New York. 
CONVERT your bicycle into a a ae Write i 
important free information. Co., 5025 
Brown St., pt Phila opia Pa. 
TAARIA: OUTFITS. Electrical and band, 
money in this. Illustrated Catalog for stamp. Prof, 
J. H. Temke, 517 Central, @., Cincinnati, Ohio. 
“PM READY” and “MISS FATIMA” are fascinating, 
wer OF den pictures. Price 15 cts. each; both 
25 cts. E. Sobchak Bros., Dunning, TIl 
WHY A COE CARD. EXSUANGE? 10 ae i our 
proposition is free. selecte ews cl u 
Supply Co., 88 Davis St., Bradford, Pa, ia ee 


100 BEAUTIFUL POSTCARDS geld PICTURES Toe. 
Louis, Tl. 


Taylor Co., 3820 Lincoln, Hast $ 


eed RR LR AS 
E| FHororiavs WAPTRD: gr enn Ne We buy, sell, 
pe and revise. eta! 00. Harrison 
& Co., 39 Primrose Ave., Hamilton, AEA 
LADIES” SILK Ur eG ee an colts and 
si C pair, pairs repal Troe; 
Hose. 335 Broadway, Dept. SS, New York Ch City. ss 
BOYS AND GIRLS earn a lot of money selling 8 
games for 15 cts, Also holiday pkge. made up of 
5 tee pry for 15 ots., or both lots, 25 cts. 
oenig, 1108 Central Ave, Dept, SS, Baltimore, 


g 


Good 


INVISIBLE 
PHOTOGRAPHS 


GENUINE Photo's of women 
in different poses. When receiv- 
ed through the mail they scem 

pieces of Blamk Paper but in 
a few seconds and at no cost to 

you, they can be turned into real 
raphs. Boys! They are 
ictures. We send you 


Photo: 


classy 
3 for 10 cts by mail. 10 for 25ct 
No2 Nov. Co. 


SERVICE RING FREE 


‘Wear it for your brother, father, som, sweet- 
Soares id test—guaranteed to wear five 
Secure only two new subscriptions to, 
Everyday, Lifeat25ca year, Tell your akg 
scribers Everyday Life is an illustrated 
monthly publication devoted to the interests 
the home, and contains latest official Gov- 
ernment news, war garden helps in season, 
canning, drying and food-saving hints. etc. Positively the best 
papar ever given at the price. No free copies on account of re; 
‘ations, but everybody. knows pf Everyday Life—been publi 
over 18 years and circulates in all the sinall towns and villages “st 
the country. Send us the 50c collected and in return for this saie 
we will send you this beautiful Service Flag Ring free, and each 


z ERYDAS DAY Link. for gs year. a ery size. | Chicas 


FREE SHORTHAND LESSON 


This is wonderful news. It fs absolutely 
true that you can learn the complete K, I. 
shorthand system in a few hours; then 
acquire s eed in taking down dictation, 
speeches, ‘phone messages, etc, even when 
a person speaks rapidly. To prove it, send 
for tree lesson to King Institute, WA-103, 
Station F, New York, N. Y. You'll astonjsh 
and delight yourself by improving your 
efficiency and earning power. Learn in 
spare moments at home oF while riding in 
ear. Trifiine axnansa: untold henafit 


PREMO CAMERA 


i] Genuine Knatman Kodak Co. Film Cameras 

Automatic shutter for time exposure ant 
ots. Makes beautiful pictures. Cem- 
Easy wn a 


pn aie aastasel Blans Parka 
a 
Ironing "Wax at 100 each, Easy to sell. 


0c 
Send no 


CLAXOPHONE 
THROW YOUR VOICE 


into a box, Gesk in aghool, back of 
t door, under a table, Any old place. 
Big fun foolin; peddler: , CODS, any= 
body. This Claxophone 1s asmall 
device that lays on your tongue, 
unseen, always ready for use. 

CLAXOPHONE with full In- 
structions, also set Secret Writing 
Tricks, all sent for 100. 


CLAXO TRICK CO. 
Department K New Haven, Cons. 


IE 
BE 


eng! Ps 
| CHALK-TALK 2rockam 
Satisfaction guaranteed. Particulars, 


testimonials and a sample evolution ‘free. 
Clyde Truman, Box 959, FPerrysville, Ohio, 


ASK BOIES—He’s Got ’Em 
Animals, Birds, Poultry, Pigeons, Pheasants, 
Dogs, Rabbits and Pets of all kinds. OATALOG 
listing over 600 kinds with valuablefeeding and 
breeding chart, 10c. BOTES illustrated book on 
Rabbits, best publisbed, 25c. Raise Rabbits for 
us. We pay 40c. pound, live welght. 


Boi Stock m, Box 240, Millbrook, N. Y, 
Attention, Ambitious Boys! 
Boys, you can make good money each 
month selling THER BOYS’ MAGAZINE, 


Write us to-day for 5 copies. Send no meney. 
THE SCOTT F. BEDFIELD OÔ.. 
Dept. A-101, Smethport, Pa. 


m 


asily 


No. 1— Shows 


Kittle good, unless you sto; 


sement of Mr.Woods. No. 5— Writes for Woods’ F 


STOP RUINING 
YOUR LIFE 


yia 


Ou. 


Ki 
D) 


4 tec, 
les, cigars, pipe, snuff or chewing tobacco:—/wre is your opportunity to Qickiy aad case. become your own master, 


jw tobacco has nearly wrecked a man’s career, 
not sleep weil, has lost his energy and ambition, Ne.2—The geetor se s: “1'm giving youñs medicine but it will do 
killing yourself with pp ey No, {i 

ordered remedy which ts in box postman ts now delivering, No. 1—Has begun to overcomébacco craving. Al 
sling much beiter; vigor and ambition returning. No, 8— Surprising improvement; all coing gone, filled with new 


Grage and backed by good health. No. I—Beginning anew, No. 10—Succeeding in business. o, 11—No trouble to resist 
tation of tobacco tn any form. No.12—iy clear-headedness, good health and energy, he lx now become prosperous. 


‘ould You Like to Quit Tohacco Quickly and Ezily and Enjoy 
Yourself a Thousand Times Better While Ih iist Health? 


Why continue to 
really contented 
ight? it is unsafeand 


BOO. 


Can Play the 
SongO-Phone 


i 


If you can hum a tune, > whistle, you 


YOU 


$ 
Stop Snuffling! 
Sneezing, hawking, spitting and coughing. 
Why do fa havo catarrh anyway? You 

t with catarrh—you contracted 

offensive, unwholosome, diangree- 
aint fastened Itselfapon you and 
ature in trying to prevent more 


p maeggancos due to the congestion 
in qour, is an outlet for the ac 
molat way of catarrh, Y 


‘ou are goln: 
lers, drugs and 
ou know catarrh 


cannot: 


tarrb, and 
ality tobe 


'rom your p ity 
hawking and paaie around others. 


can play this wonderful strument. A 
knowledge of music is not leessary. You 
start right in playing everjir you know. 
The Song-O-Phone transfe your tones 
into splendid, rich effeci ` Produces 
sounds of many brass instments such 
as bugle, cornet and dru. Imitates 
birds and animals; affords ou a great 
variety of fun and musical eertainment. 
A Song-O-Phone band is alinteresting 
innovation. Used af the lys in our 
Army and Navy. et onelourself to 
while away the dull hours oġmuse and 
entertain your friends. Mortmusiec for 
your money than anything eh you can 
buy. Made and finished liktexpensive 
musical instruments that cost any times 
as much. 


Three Straight Cornets—45o,5e, $1.00, 


| ten 
| 


each. Key Oornet, $1.50; Bup, $1.50; 
Trombone, $2.00; Saxophone, sb Brass 
Horn, $2.50. Brass finished, hhiy pol- 


ished. 


Dealers in musical instrumenttan sup- 
ply you, or sent direct on receipif price. 
Descriptive circulars mailed on quest. 


The SONOPHONE COMANY 


3 East 14th Street, Dept. T, New Yg, N. Y. 


y 
i r 


Aa 


in 8 Dé 


He has become nervougyspeptic and irritables 


ys 


b 
Still a slave; another clapse., No. &— Wife reads 
K. No. 6—Besng convincesy multitude of proofs, he 
rea 


Te sek slow suici? when you can live & 


pt 


i irr 
t 
ay blood heartburn, to: 


F, Now York, N. Y. 


Build Yourself Up 


Be Clean —Wholesome — Hoalthy— Virile. 
jo at it the right we: jature’s way; no 
gs, po medisines, and youbanisheatarrh 


bym method gf Baath balidlna, body de 
STRONGFORTISM 


Its Dractice never falls—it builds new tis- 
ives brawa 


STRONGFORT Fonk tHo 
The Perfect Man Ferh te: 


igestion, 
rt 
nd and 


oa grow tn 
re your yi- 


an an 
desirabla from ove 


me yourailmon three 24 ptampa to cover mailing 
j 


on my book **Promotion a ‘on. 
trength and Mental Energy.” 


LIONEL STRONGFORT 
Physical and Health Specialist 
744 Park Building Newark, N. J. 


Cured His RUPTURE 


I was badly ruptured while lifting a trunk 
several years ago. Doctors sald my only 
Trusses afd 


hope of cure was an operation. 
y| |me no good. Finally I got hold 6 L gome 
“| Years {hat ouissed aud tite to piure hag neyer 


although I am doing hard one ae 

arpenter. There was no operation, no 
ont mists po trouble, I have nothing to 
sell, but will give full information about how 
you may find a complete cure without oper- 


v e, Hugene M. Pullen, 
ation, if you write to me ge eee 


returned, 


7i0-E Marcellus Avenue, 
Cie ee Better cut out this notice and 
show it to any others who are ruptured— 


save a life or at least stop the 
Nery bt rupture and the worry and danger 
of an operation. 


MARE TO € 
MEASUR 


. ou 
ther, 
before you ya Ende ztn, 
11 other Agants write too. 
for tho big, on different tailoring deal. Costs i 
nothing, write today. Add: 


iross 
TAILORING CO }i 
ANICKERSO rae ese tL. s 


w ofter. 


or send bonds by registered 
Te: Immediate Cash, Reference 
N. Y. 0. 


UTE, 230 E. 69th St., N. Y. 


CIENTIFIC WOND 


ER wy 


NEWS 
é 


vex onv- E31 G FUN 


etc., by excessive use of cioar- 


DOUBLE CHIN 


Get a small box of Oil of Korein’ tore; follow 
Ateontinona. if you wish a amall he capsules at the drug 8 ; 


‘ndsome chin and attractive gura 


You apparently seo thru Clothes, Wood, 
BOY Btono, eny obdect. See Rones in Flesh 
A magic trick novelty Free with each X Ray. | 

MARVEL HFG. C6. Dept. 13, NeW HAVER, CONN. 


Send for my book 


Strong A an 
Military Shoulders 


for 25¢., coin or stamps, 
Illustrated with twenty full-pa) 
alftone cuts, showing exer 
that will quickly develop, bi 
tify and gain great strength in 
your shoulders, arms and hands, 
without any apparatus. Equal 
to Any Mail Course on Strength. 


MUSCLE BUILDER 


Í A steel spring exerciser and chest 
expander with a complete course 
of twenty-four selected exereises 
for developing all the muscles of 
the body. It is equal to any 
$4.00 exerciser. My pric® for a 
short time only $2,00. 


PROF. ANTHONY BARKER 


1781 Barker Bullding 
427 W. 42d St., New York 


of FREE 
{ ER” bic: 


ind sizes in 


Cata- 

l the: oetabe charges 
rial sry 

actual riding test 


talog, it’s 
FApeYeLE COMPANY 
Dept. Q188 Chicago 


Stomach Trouble or 
Tapeworm Banished 


Many persons who suffer from stomach trouble really 
have a tapeworm and don’t know it. A guaranteed 
remedy which has proven to be remarkably effective in 
expelling tapeworms and giving quick relief in all forms 
of -stomach trouble is being sent on free trial by the 
Schoenherr Co., Dept. 128, Milwaukee, Wis. They 
tapewotm Itte memove, in less than one hour, any 
apagats also, h Tetieve any form of somahe oun’, 
or it costs nothing. Take advantage oi trial 
offer. Write them to-day-(adt) © Ta free 


HOW FAT FOLKS 
MAY BECOME SLIM 


BE MODERATE IN YOUR DIET, 
BREATHE DEEPLY. TRY 
OIL OF KOREIN. 


_ Fat persons, particularly those from ten to 
sixty pounds above normal weight, will be 
interested to learn that they may easily re- 
duce their weight without starvation diet or 
tiresome’ exercise. 

If you are overstout, you are daily draw- 
ing on your reserve strength and are con- 
stantly lowering your vitality by carrying 
this excess burden. Don’t jeopardize your 
health or be a laughing-stock any longer. 

Spend as much time as you can in the 
open air, practice deep breathing and get 
from any good druggist a box of oil of 
korein capsules; take one after each meal 
and one before retiring at night. Also fol- 
low the simple directions that come with the 
J! . 

Surprising reports of weight reduction 
come in—even „ter just a few days’ treat- 
ment. With proper reduction the flesh be- 
comes firm, the skin smooth and the gen- 
eral health improved; in fact, work seems 
easier and a lighter, more buoyant feeling 
takes. possession of the whole being. It is 
a fine sensation—that of looking and feeling 
young, supple, cheerful, active, alert and 
magnetic, 

Oil of korein is absolutely harmless and 
is pleasant to take. 

If you Want to reduce ten to sixty pounds 
you should give this treatment a trial. You 
will probably find it is just what you need, 
Start on the road to longer life and happi- 
ness to-day, 


Wanted 


cause a cheeky dog toan away howling. 


FREE—5 Shooter 


The Son-of-a-Gurs verily a very much alive young 


because it does not emi bullets but squids of water-—five rapid-fire shots! Then 


t, iiy. 
aS at ps A squirt owater has a male thet will make 


If you are goingunning for some scamp, 


water, f 
Tnd Shen delighted. joot a cat with milk. The feline 
the joke, lap the milxrom her fur and be happy! For 
and the smarting of in the eyes will make the yelping ¢ 

The Son-of-a-@ bas no rubber bulb to deteriorate 


you might put a few drops of ink in the 
If you interdhooting at a lovely maid, try a little perfume—she will, be 


shooter. It 1s harmless 


a rowdy Jump and will 


surprised 
will leap into the air, then realize 
a troublesome dog use soapy water, 
anine behave in the. future, 

and spoil; it will keep in good condition for rapid- 


ng, muiring no care beyond keeping clean, 
A A i P wit be sent FREE for selling ten packets of our famous MARVEL MENDER at s 


The ered! 31°00 

7 $1.00. 

re ie the yrvel Mender (needed in every home 
the dollar you inws If you haven't a dollar handy, asi 
5 d cash; 
af Da hot losa is great chance. 


Get the genuine A us FREE: Don’t fail to enclo. 


AK-103, 


We will forward the 10 packets with this wonderful pistol; all postpaid. 


You 
and by all men and women), thereby gett 
k someone to lend it to you to be repaid in a few 


ey-order or stamps. War Stamps accepted. 
We are. the actual suppliers of these Son-of-a-Gun “DAISY” Pistols. 


Address: 


NEW_YORK, N. Y. 


se the dollar. 
Station F, 33 


ALBRO SO¢ETY, Inc, 3: 


Wenderful Victory | 


Over Baldness 


HAIR :ROWN ON MR. BRITTAIN’S BALD HEAD BY 
INDIANS’ MYSTERIOUS OINTMENT 


Now hs Prolific Hair and Will 


My bd at the top and back was abso- 
lutely id. The staip was. iny. An ex- 
pert sg that as he thoughtehe hair roots 
were einct, and there was no hope of my 
ever hing a new Lair growth. 

Yet W, at the age of 66, I have a luxuri- 
ant gwth ef soft, strong, lustrous hair! 


No tra ¢fybaldness, 
Indians’ ecret of Hair Growth 


At a time wel tiad become discouraged 
at trying various i 10tions, tonics, special- 
ists’ treatments, t came across, in my 
isävels a Cherokcindian “medicine man 
who ha@d-an elixir at be iat cena would 
grow my hair, Ajough I had no faith, I 
gave it a trial. ‘(wy amazement, a light 
fuzz soon appear yit developed, đay by 
day, into a regular althy growth and ere 
long my hair was as Olilic as in my youth- 
ful days, : 

That I was amaze@nd happy is express- 
ing my state of md mildly. 


’ Hair Grewhuxuriantly 


Obviously, the bf roots had not been 
dead, but were dorpmt in the sealp, await~ 
ing the fertinzing pency of the mystemous 
pomade, ‘ 

It became my sugn determination to pos- 
sess the recipe or sitet if I could. Having 
used my most perstsive arguments which 
convinced the aged avant of my sincerity, 
and that he had dy fairness to expect 
from me, I succeede| in gaining the secret 
recipe by giving hima Valuable rifle in ex- 
change, 


I Put the Scret Away- 


My regular businesst0ok all my time, 
however, and I was comflled to forego my 
plans to introduce the wnderful ko-tal-ko 
(which I call for short kéitiko) and I put 
the secret aside for some Years. 

That my own hair growthWas permanent 
has been amply proved. 


Give True Recipe Free; it is_ 


Scientifically Verified 


My honest belief is that hair roots rarely 
die even when the bair falls out through 
dandruff, fever, excessive dryness or other 
disorders, I am convinced, and am sure 
many scientists will agree, that the hair 
roots become imbedded within the scalp, cov- 
ered by hard skin, so that they are like 
bulbs or seeds in a bottle which will grow. 
when fertilized. Shampoos (which contain” 
alkalis) and hair lotions which contain al- 
coho] are enemies to the hair, as they dry 
it, making it brittle. 


The Secret Now Revealed 


Recently I was induced, while on a busi- 
ness tip to London, to introduce kotalko, 
the Indian hair eliyir. It met with an im- 
uediage demapd and has since been intro- 
duced througheut England and France, 
where, despite the war, it is having a great 
sale. Its popularity comes chiefly from the 
voluntary. endorsements of users. Many 
persohs—men, women and children—are. re- 
porting new hair growth, Some cases were 
really more extraordinary than my own. For 
instance, a lady reported that kotalko grew 
a beautiful supply of blonde heir (her nat- 
ural shade) after her head bad been com~ 
pletely bald since a fever nine years previs 


ously, and she had worn a wig ever since. th 


A military officer bad a bald spot whieh — 
had been growing larger for some ti 


Within a few weeks it was completely Ove hae 


ered, I could mention numerous examples. 
Now, having made arrangements here, I 
intend to supply kotalko according to ee 
genuine Indian's: formula to whomsoey 
wishes to obtain it. Ten cents will bring 
a testing box to you. > 


Recipe Given Free 


The recipe I shall be pleased to mail, free. 
Address: Jchn Hart Brittain, BH-103, Sta- 
tion F, New York, N. Y. Or TI will mail the 
recipe with a testing box of kotalko for 10 
cents, silver or stamps. 


` 


If yon play qusint, dreamy Hala 


music or lates: songs on the Ukul 99 | 
everywhere. | 


simple lessons; 
‘genuine Hawaiian 


igation — 
The Hawalian Institute of Mi 
H Broadway, Suite 2611, N.Y.City 


BENJAMIN AIR -RIFLE 


Best practice and small 

game gun on the market. Absolutely safe, 
reliable, accurate.: Never ‘Joses shooting 
force. Price $3.75 peatpald in U. S. "Get eus 
illustrated folder at once. BENJAMIN AIR 
RIFLE CO. 615 N. Broadway, St. Louis, Mo 


hy 28 


es 


oes, 


